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Foreword 


I think Edgar Allen Poe was one of the first short story writers that I read during grade school. I 
always enjoyed The Raven, but equally enjoyed The Telltale Heart, Pit and the Pendulum, and a few 
other select stories. He remains one of my favorites, along with Shakespeare, Nietzsche, Tolkien, and 
Conan-Doyle because there is a way that they write that makes the words dance and come to life. It's 
not just interesting to read a special event that takes place, but the inclusion of metaphors and many 
literary techniques increases the suspense or turns a boring character into someone fun. I think this is 
what makes great literature. Not necessarily a best-seller, or potential box office script, but even writing 
a simple poem about why a caterpillar is inspirational or making the dark swamps a theme for horror- 
fiction and Hell can be an interesting read. I never cared much for Walt Whitman though. 


I really enjoy writing parodies. Anything that makes me, or someone else laugh, means that I 
did a good job of putting humor into a scenario. It's not just present situations and politics, but many 
times since we know the detailed history of an event I can add the protagonists wishes and then the dire 
misfortune of what really happened. History, of course, is always easy to poke fun at because what was 
seen as normal behavior in a time period yet typically looked down upon, has been greatly criticized 
and changed and outlawed - such as torture, previous forms of government, treatment of minorities and 
women, child labor, or outrageous myths and schemes that are even still believed in by some people 
today. 


If you're wondering of the author's writing quality I have won a small contest that gained me 
entry into a comic book. I believe I along one or two other authors had stories printed in a comic book 
shops collage of amateur work. The story is titled Death of Socrates. When I was younger I was 
awarded a prize in a writing contest, however it is not my main profession so please judge with some 
mercy. My web site allows for reviews any format I publish the book in should allow feedback as well. 
Please don't be afraid to review the book. 


Short stories, of course, are easier to write than long books. 4 pages is hardly laborious 
compared to a 300 or 400 page novel so it's no surprise that I started here, scribbling out a creative idea 
when it sprung in my mind. I'm currently working on my first long manuscript and it's fictional so keep 
on the look out for reading it in the future. I hope you enjoy the stories! 


D For Ме, D For You 


As Dirk bought more boos for Charlene he noticed she became more attracted to him. He 
figured that getting chicks drunk and then having sex with them was better than what he usually does, 
sneak into the morgue and screw the dead corpses. 

As the night progressed Charlene became inebriated and Dirk figured it was time to bring her home. 
Dirk undressed while Charlene stripped on a metal pole. They ended up on the bed where Dirk leaned 
over her about to initiate. 

Depraved of sex for so long, he had become accustomed to his calloused hand. "What the hell. 
Three holes?" Dirk was baffled. "Which one do I put it in?" 

Charlene overheard him. "I tell you what you idiot, you pick the wrong hole and you can get the 
heck out!" 

Now Dirk was worried. If he didn't get lucky this time, he would disappoint his penis so much that it 
would shrivel up and die. "Okay Dirk, calm down and think," he whispered to himself. He remembered 
a childhood song that may help him out. 

"One quarter lemonade, around the corner fudge is made." 

This didn't help much, unless he wanted some fudge of course. Dirk analyzed the situation. There 
was a yellow hole that made lemonade. The next hole was red, possibly from rubbing the clitoris and 
labia too much. She must have mistaken this red hole with a magic lamp, otherwise why would she rub 
it so much? Finally, he saw the last hole. This hole was brown around the rims and apparently where 
fudge is made. 

Dirk began to sweat. He knew the consequences if he failed. Not only his life, but others as well. It 
wasn't a vagina, it was a bomb with three wires - yellow, red, and brown. He tried to remember how it 
was done in the movies. "Which wire did they cut again?" He thought to himself. 

Dirk took a chance, he choose none of the wires and tried to put it in her ear. 

"You idiot, that's my ear!" Charlene screamed, but she was so plastered she didn't even know where 
he was and yelled at the lamp. 

Dirk thought, there were no more holes to put it in besides her mouth and he was afraid she may 
think it was food and bite it off. But wasn't it food? A bottle that you suck on to get milk. 

Dirk hesitated about the next idea, but he had always thought it would be the next fad. Take out her 
eye and do her in the eye socket. She didn't need the eye, I mean she was too drunk to see anyway, 
right? And she wouldn't look too bad as a pirate. He reconsidered, he didn't think she would like that 
much. 

"Do ‘er in the butt laddy." Dirk quickly turned around to see he was face-to-face with a three-foot 
leprechaun. "You want my gold, right? Well I hid it in her butt. Do her there to get it out." 

"That seems pretty gay and besides it's locked up" Dirk pointed to a padlock on her butt and the text 
that read "DO NOT ENTER!" with an arrow pointing down. Dirk stepped on the leprechaun in protest 
to his idea. 

"It was the red wire!" he exclaimed in excitement. Yes, of course it was always the red wire that 
saved bombs from exploding. 

He was so happy, the last time he failed sexually he masturbated to those Africans in National 
Geographic and his parents walked in on him, then joined him. In the end he did Charlene in the 
vagina, the right place, he could tell because Charlene was smiling. Although it was hard to tell because 
her expression changed each time Dirk banged her into the headboard. 

Dirk jizzed а "D" on her chest. "Zorro's nothing dear, I'm Dirk!" Charlene's nostrils flared and she 
bit off his head then laid eggs in his body. Tired, she went back to the stripper pole to prepare for her 
next victim. She remembered her last, he ordered her to suck his penis and she instead sucked his 


blood. 


The Hand Sandwich of Doom 


Curly was just letting his shoes off and sliding his feet into his slippers. He relaxed in his easy 
chair with a robe and an old wooden pipe passed down by generations. His father preferred tobacco, his 
grandfather preferred opium, but Curly was just fine snuggled up and blowing bubbles. 

"Dang I'm hungry, I think I'll fix myself a sandwich." 

"If you're hungry, why don't you just eat me out?" Sandy was a young blond, fairly stupid, but that 
was nature. 

"Sounds delightful, but I think I'll pass." 

Curly went into the next room, the kitchen, to fix himself a ham sandwich. The ham was still in the 
package, he already spread the bread with mayonnaise and had pickles, lettuce, and tomatoes laid out. 
He glanced at the package of ham, it read "move the tab upward." But there was no tab, a criminal 
mastermind must have stolen the tab from his sandwich while he was unaware. Dante, he was the only 
one daring enough to construct a decoy tab for his ham package. He was the senior officer of the police 
squad P.I.G.S. and out to get Curly from the start. 

Last May Curly came home to find his mansion door busted in and all that remained was broken 
windows, bacon, and hot dog wieners. Your common remains from a P.I.G.S. break-in. 

But there was no time for Dante and his long black curls now, Curly had a woman hog-tied in the 
previous room and it was only a matter of time until she either lost interest or gave him that "F" in 
English. 

"Damn this ham, I should now buy spam." He was getting frustrated now, on the urge of either 
ordering pizza or using the already open package of ham in the refrigerator. No, then Dante would win. 

This was bad, other than the time someone tried to get him to eat green eggs and ham he had a 
pretty good history with ham. Finally, he decided it would be best to simply snack on an apple and then 
go back to Sandy. He wasn't too enthusiastic about going back to see her though, in fact he wouldn't 
step back into the room until he played a good few rounds of Russian Roulette. He thought of her odd 
name as he switched from a six-caliber pistol to a semi-automatic Uzi. Her full legal name was Sandy 
Beach. Some of the kids back at school called her Sandy Bitch, but eventually she slept with all those 
who mocked her, so they would just call her a slut, or a whore again. 

Curly blew off his ear and drew a picture of the starry night outside. Immediately after he stumbled 
into the living room ignoring the medical attention he needed, he simply spat out "come on you dirty 
girl let's go upstairs." 

Sandy remembered how dirty she was, she usually slept around with random men and didn't have 
time for showers and such. 

"I think I need a shower," Sandy suggested. Curly, being a fairly rich man quickly agreed and gave 
her a golden shower. 

"I am pissed-" 

"On," Curly finished her sentence. It was great for him too because the downstairs bathroom was 
being repaired and he didn't want to take the elevator and two steps to the nearest toilet. 

"No," Sandy corrected him. "I am pissed off." 

"No look, I'm pissing on you right now." Curly reminded her. 

"I mean I'm angry," said Sandy now infuriated. "I have had sex so many times an elephant couldn't 
give me an orgasm." 

"We can see, I have elephants in the back." 

"No, I mean I want to be touched for the very first time, like a virgin." 

"I can hire a plastic surgeon and replace your skin so that you will really be touched for the very 
first time." 
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"You know you're like all the disgusting men I've met: you take me out to dinner, then stay around а 
few weeks, don't mention anything about sex, finally give in to my temptation, fall in love, meet the 
folks, marry me, invest in stock, create a credit union, raise kids with me, talk about the good times we 
had, and then force me to divorce you and take half. I'm sick of being used, I'm leaving." 

"Fine," yelled Curly. "Then go do yourself." 

"I will, I have the new George Clooney 3000 vibrator. It comes with voice activation, man-like 
grunts, football gestures, and a 'you-can't-screw-this-up-by-screwing-it’ warranty." 

Curly ran after her. "Oh yeah, good. The new Fornicate-Me Barbie just came in and I was gonna 
show her how a real man treats a piece of plastic." And with that they both left. 

Sandy found a bum in the park who was willing to share part of his crumpled newspaper for her to 
sleep on in return for sex. Curly found Dante and P.I.G.S. later that night and ordered that they all be 
slaughtered and turned into meat products to replace his package of ham that was "apparently" unable 
to be opened because of a missing tab. Fornicate-Me Barbie met Fornicate-Me Ken at the supermarket 
and they went home to wax their plastic body parts. The George Clooney 3000 vibrator was used as a 
donut stand and Fabio the homosexual butler suggested that the donuts tasted better for some reason. 
No one believed him and he was shipped off to a naval carrier where he would get a lobotomy since it 
was only 1971 and still two years before the APA removed homosexuality from its diagnostic and 
statistical manual of mental disorders. 

Fin. 


How to Create Your Very Own Romance Novel 


Welcome to the world of passionate desire. You will create characters that are irresistible to the 
attractive women in the story. First, you must begin by making a desirable setting. How about a 
stranded Island with white sandy beaches? That's probably never been thought of before. Next, create 
your main character, give him a real unique name to show how special he is. Some of the following are 
always good: Dante, Fabio, Lucas, George-Michael, Pablo, or John Jacob Jinglehymer Smith. 

After giving him a name you need to find a way to make each of his movements exotic. You'll 
probably end up with an excessively flamboyant, large chested, long haired, Spanish man who 
peculiarly has a French accent. That means you're now ready to start the story! 

Okay, you've got your man and his location. What now? Being stranded on an Island you'd think one 
of the first things he'd do would be searching for food and shelter, then starting a fire to signal a rescue 
team. But no! Don't be so foolish, this is a romance novel and your character survives solely by his 
burning passion to make love. You may be wondering right now why this doesn't work for you because 
you still needed to eat even though you wanted to do some chick at the local club last Friday. Just hope 
none of your readers ever took a basic biology course. 

You can tell by the size of the main character's chest that he spends all of his spare time at the gym 
and none is devoted to thought. He survives by getting desperate women to pay his bills, but don't tell 
your reader this! Instead lead the character on to find a beautiful woman who has miraculously also 
landed on the same stranded Island. 

Now to end the story! Why do you want to end this passion, you ask? Because you have deadlines 
to meet and while Romeo is getting laid your girlfriend isn't talking to you until the check's in the mail. 
Anyway, always end the story with marriage. You may be saying to yourself "this is a good looking guy 
in his late twenties, he probably does several chicks a month. You'd think he wouldn't settle down for 
only this average gal." She's been on an Island for weeks and is unattractive without her makeup, 
smells of B.O., and desperately needs to shave her legs. Well, you see, the answer is right in the 
question. "You think" is not something the demographic, naive women, do. Good luck! 


The Geek Who Wore Clothes 


Eric's mind wandered, he completely forgot he was on a date. Instead, he was concerned why the IETF 
had made an Internet protocol version 6 directly after version 4. "Where was Internet protocol version 
5?!" He thought to himself. 

His date returned from the bathroom and he forced the thought to the back of his mind. It would 
remain there until he went back to work Monday to his position as network administrator. Cindy, who 
was reluctant to go out with the guy she referred to as "dweeb" only two months ago, changed her mind 
about him after she caught sight of the large paycheck he deposited each month. Suddenly, she was 
laughing at his stupid jokes and accepting dinner invitations. He simply assumed it was because he now 
parted his hair to the left where before it was to the right. 

The evening was getting dull and the crowd began to disassemble. Cindy could only keep showing 
her astonishment at the convention. "I always thought Spock was the black guy," she said. 

"No," he said unable to hold in his laughter. "Not even first year Star Trekians mess that up. I'll let 
you borrow my special edition DVD's so you can catch up." He put his arm around her in superiority. 

After the Star Trek convention Eric figured he'd win her over with a few rounds of counter-strike. 
After beating his previous record of eight kills in one round he invited her back to his studio and she 
politely agreed, but insisted it was only for one drink and nothing more. He reassured her, and again. In 
fact the only conversation they had on the way to his apartment was him reassuring her. 

At his studio they both chatted away on Eric's LAN. After Cindy wasn't impressed by his Internet 
alias "Big Penis Eric_12inches" he spammed her with private messages entailed "Hey 22/m/il here, 
looking for a hot chick to watch me masturbate on my web cam". She politely responded with an away 
message before ignoring him. 

Eric's sexual inexperience glowed with apprehension. Up until now all he knew about sex was the 
over exaggerated kisses and cunnilingus techniques used in porn. The only experience he's had has 
been cyber sex with pedophiles pretending to be sexy 19 year old girls. So he just sat at the computer 
and waited for Cindy to leave hoping the phone sex lines hadn't closed yet. But not so soon, she had 
been mentally preparing herself for sex with him all day. She'd planned ahead for a few things that 
would help such as closing her eyes, faking an orgasm, and fattening up on aphrodisiacs. 

"I'm going to slip into something a little more comfortable," she teased. He laid back on his twin- 
sized bed and kicked off his shoes, relaxing. Or, relaxing the best you can when every muscle in your 
body is stiff as a board. Nonetheless, һе tried to adjust, but failed. In only a few seconds he prematurely 
ejaculated in his drawers and fainted from the excitement. So much for all his practice and anticipation 
for this moment. 

Cindy sneaked around the place looking for anything worth looting. There was nothing, she 
concluded, it was all invested in top-of-the-line computer equipment. She took a few hundred that he 
had stashed in his wallet and a television set, which for some reason had a sticky remote control. Eric 
e-mailed his buddies bragging that he got laid, however not remembering the night he told them it was 
like the pleasure of finally cracking a 32-bit password. 


The Car Race 


Dr. Scholls: I will offer you one million dollars if you can outrun this three time Nascar winning 
Dodge. The only catch is that you will have to run in front of the car to retrieve the money. This means 
you risk the chance of being run-over and killed. 


Mark ponders. 


Dr. Scholls: There is a 100% chance you will fail. 

Mark: Hmmm. How much money is the prize? 

Dr. Scholls: One million dollars. 

Mark: Hey Brad, what do you think about this? 

Brad: I dunno. How fast does the car go? 

Dr. Scholls: It goes from 0 to 60 in 2 seconds and has a top speed of 416 m.p.h.. 

Brad: Sounds pretty fast. 

Mark: Maybe if there is some wind in my direction. 

Dr. Scholls: No, as a matter of fact you must run against an 18 m.p.h. wind blowing towards you. May I 
also remind you that there is a 100% chance you will die. 

Brad: Mark, how fast can you run? 

Mark: I dunno, haven't exercised much since high school. I used to be able to get an eight minute mile 
though. 

Brad: I can't decide, man. If you wanna race it's up to you. Go for it. 

Dr. Scholls: You will die. 

Mark: Dude, a million dollars is a lot of money. 

Brad: Yeah, it sure is. 

Mark: Okay, I'll do it. 


Mark was killed half a second into the race. Dr. Scholls recorded the results in his notepad and 
submitted them to Ripley's Believe It Or Not for Monday's show. 


The Ultimate Punishment 


Late in the back of a strip club, a room lay full of pool tables, alcohol, and posters of nude playmates 
that were sexy five years ago. This room is where the Puzo family hangs out to talk dirt and discuss 
business. Business consists of motels they own that solicits drugs and prostitution, truck cargo they 
intercept, theft, drug deals, and small businesses they protect from local gangs. 

Johnny "Balboa" Fetuccini bursted through the back door. The Big Don gave him a cold stare. 
"Balboa, you're late." 

"I know," he squealed. "I'm sorry Don, but my mom woke me up late so I couldn't get here on time." 

The Big Don was very displeased. He had done a favor by reaching out to Johnny and hiring him. It 
was a disgrace to constantly show up late when he had only been part of the family so briefly. "And 
why do you need your mother to wake you up?" 

"Well, she's gotta drive me here." 

"You're still having your mom drop you off? What the heck am I paying you for?" 

Balboa took off his hat and nearly crushed it between his hands in nervousness. "I'm terribly sorry 
Don, but my bike is in the shop. I can't do anything until they replace my bell." 

The Big Don took a large puff from his cigar. "This does not please me. But since I played with your 
uncle when we were children and I love him dearly I will go easy on you. Pull your card." 

Balboa's lip started to whimper. He put out his arms in mercy, begging like a dog. "Don, please. Not 
this." 

"It is a warning to you." 

Balboa walked over to the bulletin board. Before he pulled his card he turned his head around as if 
to ask one last time that the Don not do this. The Big Don pointed towards the bulletin board with his 
stogy. "Why me?" he thought to himself. He became so nervous that he dropped his card. 

Albert, one of the Big Don's gunmen, became impatient and fired a round at him, missing and 
putting a hole in the wall. The Big Don calmly gestured to Albert not to shoot again and he didn't. 

"He will not learn if you shoot him. Punish him like once my teacher punished me in grammar 
school. My teacher, he was a brave man. I am saddened that a terrible accident caused an end to his 
life." The Big Don rested the stogy on his large lips and sucked the flavor of the cigar. "My friends, his 
punishment will be..." he paused to increase the tension in the room, "time-out." 

The entire room went into silence. Everyone turned to see the poor soul who was forced the ultimate 
punishment. In time-out, you were required to sit in a chair facing the wall for up to a maximum of 
fifteen minutes! After thinking about what you have done and only then, are you allowed to re-enter the 
club. The Big Don had set up the chair and arranged fifteen minutes for him. Albert had reminded the 
Don about the required dunce cap that needed to be worn during time-out. The Don thanked Albert by 
kissing the top of his head. Everyone resumed their activities thanking the Lord that they were not to be 
sentenced to the dreaded time-out. 


Redneck Test 
Answer these questions honestly. You just may be a hick. 


1. What do you do when you hear something move in the bushes? 
a) Get a gun. 

b) Get a frying pan you've got some dinner. 

c) Call the exterminator or local police to handle it. 


2. When you're out partying and someone insults you, what do you do? 
a) Beat the crap out of him/her and tell them not to fuck with you again. 
b) Get a few friends and fuck him/her up when they are alone. 

c) Avoid the person so trouble doesn't start. 


3. In the three generations has your family: 
a) Owned a slave. 

b) Been a slave. 

c) Increased their net worth. 


4. How many teeth do you have? 

a) All of them. 

b) 2 front ones. You're just missing the ones you don't need. 
c) 30. and 10 of dem bitches is gold. 


5. You're at home with your family. A few appropriate things to say might be: 
a) Woman I'm thirsty, grab me a beer. 

b) Dinner was good. That possum was great. 

c) How was work/school/things today? 


6. Your views on gay marriage: 

a) You really don't mind, they don't bother you. 
b) It was Adam and Eve, not Adam and Steve. 
c) God hates fags. 


The correct answers are: 
Гус 2)c 3)c 4)a 5)c 6)a,b 
If you got 5 out of 6 of these right you are in good shape. Otherwise, you need to get an education. 
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Dance Dance Generation 


Danny walked up to the Dance Dance Revolution machine, he gave Mindy and Susie a kiss on the 
cheek. They were his 2 best fans. Immediately prepared, he set his bag of quarters next to the machine 
and glided onto the DDR pad. Mindy put in 4 quarters and Danny raised his arms in the air preparing 
for the music like an ice skater. 

Boom! The music began and he raised his chin from his chest on the same beat. Like a beautiful lily 
blossoming he slammed his foot upon each button. Perfect! Excellent! echoed from the screen 
simultaneously with each step. A crowd formed becoming bewildered as the high scores were quickly 
being destroyed. 

As Danny completed the tenth song on hard he put his arm around Mindy and Susie and strutted off 
the pad. Chad, another competitive DDRevolutioner, approached him. "Excuse me, man. What do you 
think you are doing?" 

"My friend I'm simply raising the high scores to my standards," replied Danny without even turning 
around to acknowledge Chad. 

"Well, man, your standards aren't welcome here." 

Danny stopped in his tracks. "Are you challenging me, punk?" 

"Why yes, I think I am." 

"Well are you? Don't think you are. Know you are." 

"Yea, man." They both stepped onto their appointed pads. 

The music started. Chad's foot moved first. Danny slipped but quickly caught on with the music. He 
threw in a couple of spins and jumped a couple of times when landing on the buttons which sparked the 
crowd to give a few cheers. The song had a fast tempo and shot by quickly. Soon five, three, and finally 
one step left. Tie! Another song: Danny won. Another song: Chad won. Mindy and Susie kissed Danny. 
Danny won the last round. 

Both sweating they stepped off the pads and shook hands. A faint yellow and purple was seen in the 
background. 

Chad screamed. "It's Yu gi Oh!" 

Danny jumped in. "Omigod, yeah right!" 

"Yes, that's right duelers. It is I, Yu gi Oh!. Congratulations, Danny that was a difficult duel but you 
stayed strong in the competition and used your heart to defeat Chad." 

Danny shook Yu gi Oh!'s hand. "Wow, I'm like your biggest fan." 

"Danny. Do you have what it takes to duel me?" 

"No, I can't right now mom's cooking mac n cheese." 

"What if I told you that if you didn't duel me now, I will kidnap your sister." 

"Umm. Well I guess I'd duel then." Music in the background: it's time to d-d-d-d-d-dance. 

Yu gi Oh! defeated both Chad and Danny then he chased them both out of the arcade and took 
Danny's women. 

Yu gi Oh! left with a final thought. "I keep the high score here. And if you are ever to duel me you 
should keep one thing in mind: better wear your nike's bro." 
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Fun Things to do When Bored 


1) Name your child Figaro so that everytime you yell at him you can easily turn it into an opera. 

2) Give your buddy's phone number to a gay guy (or girl). 

3) For this one it's best to be male or at least shemale. First find a picture of a chicken and rename it to 
my_hard_cock.jpg and chat away with a girl or your girlfriend on the internet and send her that file. 
She will think it's your twig n berries when it's really a rooster!! 

4) Buy a blowup doll. 

5) Take a bath and play with a rubber ducky. 

6) Buy a CD with an orchestra and pretend you are the conductor. 

7) Marry a woman named Victoria and after the wedding ceremony declare "Victoria es mio!." 

8) Go to St. Patrick's Purgatory dressed up as the devil. 

9) Go into a sex chatroom and claim that you are bi. When a pervert messages you for gay sex simply 
mention you are bilingual. 

10) Order an escort and when she asks for an address send her to the local police station. 
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Marine Gym Teacher 


"Hi, I came to you today to complain about one of your newly hired gym teachers. Little Bobby has 
been complaining about him. He says that he has violent outbursts of anger and disciplines the children 
a bit harshly for only 13 years of age. Also, is it really necessary to tell everyone war stories and teach 
children how to polish boots?" 

"Mrs. Sandra, I'm terribly sorry, but he is all we can afford at the moment. Our budget is very low 
this fiscal year and he was the cheapest that we could hire. In fact he offered to work for free if we 
would let him hunt two deer out of the nature reserve, per month, and bed at least one virgin schoolgirl 
during the year. We hastily declined, however, and gave him a paycheck that is enough to buy food and 
call-girls. Hell, he even agreed to sleep in the bomb shelter which saved us another $300 per month. No 
one has even been down there in years!" 

MONDAY 0700 HOURS 

"Alright you little maggots. First order of business 10 miles of running in formation." 

One of the schoolchildren screamed. "Ahh, sir. That is too much I'll die." 

A hint of anger showed on the marines face, which could be seen throughout his entire head with his 
close cut high-and-tight haircut. "You can't run 10 miles marine! They put us out in the desert 100 miles 
from any reserve or hangar for two weeks with one weeks supply of food, a canteen of water, and a 
guide to finding potable water. You can't run a measly 10 miles?" 

Another schoolchild spoke up. He was a bit plump. "Sir, we aren't marines. We are just kids. The 
oldest of us isn't yet 15." 

"No excuse. We fought with Lebanese children that didnt even have peach fuzz yet. You boys just 
don't have the morale. Get in line shortest to tallest. Ugliest to prettiest. Fattest to skinniest. Dumbest to 
smartest." A short pause. "Nope, you're not smart. You're pretty stupid back of the line." 

"Repeat after me halflings. I ain't got but a plastic box of lunch. My mom feeds me nice and plump. 
I run like a little girl. Hoorah. Kill КШ КІШ!!!" Short pause. "Don't repeat that last part kids. War's 
over." 

A schoolchild spoke up to be heard. "Sir, I have to go to the bathroom." 

"Just go while jogging, son. No one will judge you here that can't be punished. Make sure you 
sissies punch while you jog. Strengthens you up for terrorists." The gym teacher stopped the formation 
briefly to punch the air a few times. He circled round a particular spot he certainly liked and punched it 
multiple times as if it were an opponent. He threw jabs, uppercuts, left hooks, and right hooks. "This 
ones for you, sargeant. Bam bam. Boom. Got him. No more terrorists. Move along children. You're safe 
now." 


13 
Art of War 


Mike likes to think that bad things never happen. He doesn't watch the news and never ever talks about 
politics or religion. Occasionally, he has a drink, but he usually stays away from alcohol or alcoholics. 
He enjoys talking to women, dating, and yoga. While Mike has frequently been mistaken for gay and 
consistently ridiculed by bullying types from the Marines, Navy, or Mixed Martial Artists he tries to 
make the best of his 9 to 5 job as a vacuum salesman. He's a nice guy. 

Mike was getting out of his car Thursday afternoon and caught a glimpse of the Daily Bugle 
Newspaper laying on his driveway. He noticed the headline that stood out, in bold, reading: "The 
terrorists have invaded! They are taking over! The white house has suffered critical damage beyond 
repair and the pentagon has been seized. Further news will be released upon notice. National Alert!" 

Mike motioned a feeling of worry. "Terrorists," he thought puzzled. "I thought the Gulf War was 
over." 

Mike kicked off his slippers and sat down on his reclining chair, or recliner if you're an asshole, and 
took a glance at his black book. "Who should I call today?" He thought. "Sarah?...naw, she said 
something about my eyebrows the other day. Fucking bitch. Tammy's too loose. Cindy never calls back. 
Mary has black hair. Joanna is one of those smart cunts. Julie's weird. I think I remember Katie saying 
she sucked off her stepdad and that she liked it. That's just fucked up. What the hell is wrong with 
women these days?" 

Bang! Mike's door busted in and he was greeted by his neighbor stepping in unannounced. "Did you 
hear there's a war going on right now?" 

"Ever hear of knocking?" 

"No time for that. Times of war: no rules apply." 

"Whatever. I heard about it man. Terrorist crap. It'll probably go away." 

"We can't risk that. I'm going to blitz them before they get control. And you're coming with me." 

"Т don't think so buddy; I'm fine right where I am." 

Mike's neighbor, Brian, pulled a gun out of his leg holder and pointed it at Mike. Mike froze. Brian 
took the safety off. 

"On second thought..." 


1600 Brian's house. 

Brian began to show Mike different sections of his basement: ammunition departments, shotguns, 
pistols, semi-automatic weapons, grenades, Kevlar vests, rows of books on war, self-defense, 
declassified military training guides, survival guides, Tom Clancy novels, the bible, and one book on 
the righteousness of heterosexuality. 

"So this is what you've been up to the past few years of your life you weirdo. I thought you were 
just afraid of the sun." 

Brian glared at him. "I'm just protecting myself, prick." 

"You got a bomb shelter around?" 

"No, I think if someone was going to drop a bomb within close radius I would probably die. No 
point in wasting the effort." 

"Whatever, dude. No nuclear blast can get through my balls of steel you know what I mean?" 

Brian loaded a clip. "Yes. You're a pervert. I'll try and remember that if we pass any pretty women 
on the way. I'll buy you a hoooker if we have the funds and if you eventually learn how to be nice to 
те." 

"Hey. That sounds cool man." 

Brian began filling up large duffle bags full of grenades, clips, smoke bombs, and empty weapons. 


14 


"You know dude, even though I'm starting to like you're creepy ass you've been cockblocking me 
for the last couple of years." 

"How's that?" 

"Well, man it's hard enough to try and convince them to stay the night after only a couple of dates. 
They're so paranoid about sleeping over and having some wacky neighbor who never talks and keeps to 
himself in his dungeon is enough to scare them off." 

"O. I didn't know. Sorry. I guess." 

Mike raised his chin. "Fair enough. I forgive you. Just don't let it happen again." 

" Right." 
"Left." 
Brian sighed. "Idiot." 


In Brian's van they began heading east towards the ruins of the white house. Mike began playing 
drums on the van. 

"Bop. Bop. Dun Dun Dun. Rock and roll baby. Black dog. Yea. Black is a bad color except for African 
Americans. Can't be racist, but I can be a rock n' roll artist who is badass and gets lots of chicks. Yea. 
Rock out." 

Brian began to get irritated. "Please stop doing that." 

"Why?" 

"It's annoying." 

"But it's music, man. It's cool." 

"That's not music." 

"Then what is it smarty?" 

"That? I would call that noise." 

"Freaking party pooper." 

"Don't you have a slinky to play with or something?" 

"O. I'm the smart guy. I get to make all the rules and be a total dick. I'm not that stupid you know. I 
did get a college degree you know. You military buffs act tough and crap, but when it comes down to 
reading books and studying who's smart then? Then your tough guy act doesn't help does it? You-" 

"Alright, I got it. I'm sorry." 

Brian stopped as they pulled at the traffic light. When it turned green he pulled into the gas station to 
get lunch. "You know it's kind of funny. All Hell breaks loose and it doesn't really affect liquor stores." 
Mike agreed. They both held that thought. "You know you shouldn't say I'm sorry." Mike said. "You 
should say I apologize. It doesn't sound as fag." 

"Okay, let's agree to not talk the rest of the trip." 

Pause. Silence. 

"Don't you mean something more proper than fag, college boy?" 

"I thought we agreed not to talk." 


Two hundred miles, six more mercenaries, three college boys, two hookers, and six thousand dollars 
later they were within twenty-five miles of Washington D.C. and the white house. 

Mike spoke first. "What now, Brian?" He said with one part anger and two parts honey lemon. 

"Do I sense a bit of jealousy, Mike?" One of the mercenaries spoke up. "You want me to kill him, 
Brian? I'll tear off his limbs and eat his ass and put his limbs up his sphincter like he ate himself 
backwards like his ass was his mouth cuz ya know the old saying 'talking out of your ass?" 

"No," Brian said. 

"Yea, I agree that was pretty random. You must have thought that out, twisted it up, jerked off, then 


15 


spit it out to us." 

Mike jumped in. "Brian, I know you're into this war stuff, but I think I can run this." 

Brian started laughing. "You? You're scared of pregnant women who drive minivans and read 
romance novels." 

"Dude. Those help me get laid." 

"This is war, faggot. I'm not spending anymore time arguing with your pansy ass. Stay back and 
make us P & J sandwiches for lunch." 


Brian and platoon's main objective was to ransack the terrorist units that overthrew the white house 
and kill all enemies guarding that post. The 3 college boys stayed back. 

"So Mike...nice neighbor." 

"Yea, he's weird." 

Mike started talking, "I can't have sex with every woman I meet you know. When I started being a 
player in the game I thought, at first you know, they were all the same except for a select few 9 or 10's, 
but a lot of them had huge differences that defined them. You can't fucking just be an asshole and rely 
on your good looks to get you laid. It's more than that." Mike bowed his head in thought. 

A widow-peaked student took an oppurtunity to add his thoughts to the conversation. "Wow, a kodak 
moment. It's these kinds of shaninigans that have Brian and the guys think we're fucking pussies. We 
need to show 'em we can fight too." 

"Let's start a bureaucracy." 

"Fuck you, Dan. I would kill you and call it friendly fire." 


Brian radio'd back debriefing their ransack upon the ruins and the towelhead terrorist extremist 
Muslims. "Victory!" 
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I Really Give а F*ck 


Here's a song to all the poor people, with real bad lives who don't know what it's like, to be rich as fuck 
I wish I didn't have a million dollars so every tramp with cheap perfume would quit hitting on me when 
I'm having a drink at the local pub. 

I wish І didn't have a million dollars so I wouldn't get pre-approved credit cards that put me at risk for 
thieves digging in my trash. 

I wish I didn't have a million dollars because half of it goes to my ex that I divorced two years ago that 
has custody of both my kids. 

I wish I didn't have a million dollars because these Swiss bank accounts are hard to keep track of every 
time April comes around. 

I wish I didn't have a million dollars because a million is nothing nowadays and I get no respect for this 
portion of a billion. 

I wish I didn't have a million dollars because the top 1% is blamed for everything. 
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Three Weeks Before 


This story takes place three weeks before the Virginia Tech shooting. Everyone is familiar with the 

killing spree of the sheltered and psychotic maniac, but few are familiar with the event that took place 
shortly before the spree. 

The killer approached a university cafeteria with intentions to murder. It was here he was going to 
show the nation his sorrow. Getting laid was not exactly easy and bottles of hand-lotion can add up. But 
where should he begin? In that small room, he thought, then I will shoot the rest next. He wiggled the 
door knob. 

"It's locked," said a cheery kid silhouetted by his laptop. 

"I'm a deranged killer. I need to shoot up this room full of people." 

"Well, first, you won't be able to do that without the key and second, that room is the poetry club 
and they will probably tell you in a half-assed manner of poetic melancholy that you cannot kill them, 
but that they are already dead." 

"Okay, man. Where's the professors? I'll start with them." 

"Please don't kill the professors. Some of them are nearly complete in discovering a new level of 
nanotechnology and genetic engineering. Even the professors I like the least have families and I 
shouldn't have to explain to you the social barriers a child must face growing up in a fatherless family." 

"Fuck man. I'm a deranged killer; I need to shoot something." He pointed his gun at the student, 
stretching his sweatshirt with the pistol. 

"I have a better idea," proposed the student. "Why not try a technical school? There are plenty of 
bums and losers there." 
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The Day Without Math 


Principal Edwards: In lieu of the recent Burger King commercial on TV we thought we would close 
down our math department just for one day just to see the reactions on people's faces. 

Interviewer: What do you think of us closing down math today? 

Student 1: There's a math department at this school? 

Interviewer: How do you feel without math? 

Student 2: Free as a bird. 

Interviewer: Did you recognize the shutting down of math today? 

Poindexter: The idea is completely ludicrous. I need to understand these graphs and functions when I 
become an engineer in the future. I'm going to write a letter to the district about this. Hopefully he will 
be replaced by someone competent. 
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Angry Teacher 


Teacher: Any questions class? 

Maryanne: I got a question. How did you find the derivative of pi over two? 

Teacher: What!? Are you serious? God you're an idiot. Didn't I teach that lesson the other day? Stand 
up Maryanne I want everyone to see how much a crockpot you are. 

Maryanne: I thought you were a teacher you're supposed to help me! 

Teacher: Didn't you read rate my professor dot com? I'm not very nice. Last semester a student of mine 
came up to me in the cafeteria to thank me and I beat him up and stole his lunch money. 

Mario: (quietly) Man I bet she boils up kids in her oven. 

Teacher: What was that? Did you say something? You're the ugliest kid in this class you shouldn't be 
talking at all. You should be ... back to chapter 5. I'm originally French and English is my second 
language. I feel more comfortable speaking French so I'm just going to teach the remainder of this class 
in French. If you feel that isn't fair they offer French classes at this school so I recommend you jump on 
it. 

[Brian leaves. | 

Teacher: Brian, if you leave I am going to mark you absent. 

Brian: This is stupid I don't speak that language I have no reason to be here. 

Teacher: Class participation takes up 30% of your grade, Brian, and with how you did on the last test I 
suggest you stay. In fact I'll lock the door. 

[Sarah runs for the window. | 

Teacher: Sarah, I wouldn't do that if I were you. We are the fifth floor up. 

Sarah: I don't care. 

[Sarah jumps and screams. | 

Mark: You know my psychiatrist convinced me not to do this, but you've pushed me over the edge. I 
got a gun in my backpack and I ain't afraid to use it. 

[Teacher pulls out a 22 gauge shotgun. | 

Teacher: (laughs condescendingly) Please Mark. Sit down and shut up. 

Susie: I don't even really mind this. I speak three languages and have over a 4.0 because of honors 
classes. Challenges are fun! 

Teacher: Quiet Susie no one likes a kiss ass. Besides none of the boys in class even talk to you. Lose 
some weight Jesus Christ. 


20 
The End of the World 


An angry mob carrying pitchforks and torches approached the Smithsonian Institute in Washington, 
D.C. One of the managers rushed downstairs wondering what all the fuss was about. The mob stopped 
before the huge center and their leader rushed to the entrance. The manager of the science center thrust 
his arm outward at the leader's chest nearly knocking him down. 

"Stop! What are you doing?" 

"Haven't you heard?" The leader replied. "God is angry at us once again. The fires, stock market 
downfall, and gay marriage explain everything. His wrath will kill us all if we don't get rid of 
technology." 

"That is absurd. I'm sure there is a logical explain for all of this." 

"You're wrong!" And with that last statement the leader punched him in the throat and put him down 
on the ground. He rushed inside the building and the angry mob followed, trampling and killing the 
manager of the center. 

In two hours flat that angry mob of the two thousand men put the center in ruins and killed security 
and everyone else who tried to stop them. Astonished outsiders immediately dialed family members 
and authority, but it was too late. The building had been set ablaze. However, the national guard was 
sent in full force of tanks, jets, and infantrymen to stop them. Within the next three hours every 
member of the angry mob had been arrested, or if they resisted, murdered. 

King Bush was sitting down in the oval office. The hours that he wasn't occupied with meetings or 
deciding if bills should be passed or not he spent playing with his Star Wars Legos. One of his advisors 
ran in. 

"King," he screamed, out of breath and shaking from his hurrying. 

"What is it, Franklin? Darth Vader is going to make another Deathstar if I can't get Han Solo and 
Skywalker to team up together and destroy it." 

"My apologies, sir, but we have an emergency." 

"What is it? Has my approval rating dropped again?" 

"No sir. We are in a monarchy so you rule until your death." 

"Good. Now please leave my office." 

His advisor bowed and politely left, closing the door behind him. He burst in only seconds later. 

"Wait! This is really important." 

"Then hurry up and tell me!" 

"Angry mobs have formed throughout the country and Europe destroying technology in universities, 
laboratories, research centers, and landmarks. The claim that God is angry at man for discovering the 
worlds' secrets and using them for our gain. Jesse Jackson says AIDS is just the beginning and that God 
will bring back the plague if we don't destroy everything." 

"This is horrible news. I own an iPod! I need a minute to think about what to do next." 

"We don't have a minute. Mobs are expanding and the national guard is unable to imprison them all 
fast enough. Many have lost their minds in fanaticism and sacrificed themselves to guard their actions. 
They are retaliating and attacking our military! We had to bring in the Marines to back up the National 
Guard. Some platoons have opened fire to protect themselves." 

King Bush rubbed his chin with his thumb and forefinger. There was still stubble on his face since 
he had been so busy today that he neglected to shave. "I wonder what Dr. Phil would do. Franklin, just 
wait here I'm going to call Oprah and ask what she would do." 

Bush picked up his Mickey Mouse phone and played with the numbers a bit. "Look at me I'm an 
important king, Franklin." He burst out laughing. 

"Sir, this is an emergency." 
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"Okay, I'm dialing. Don't be such a party pooper." He brought the phone to his ear апа began 
dialing. The connection completed. 

"Bush, why are you calling me right now?" 

"I need some advice. Can you help me out?" 

"May I help you out." 

"Sure, that's why I called." 

"Well, if you're looking to lose some weight without having to do too much work you should cut 
down on red meat, eat green vegetables, and exercise for about a half hour a day. Sorry, I got to prepare 
for a show. Thanks and goodbye!" 

The king sat the phone down on the receiver. His advisor had become angry and impatient at the 
king for his poor decisions making. Still he was bound to his duty and showed respect to the king. 
"What did she say?" 

"Well I need to start eating more white meat." 

"Anything relevant to the current situation we're in?" 

"Well if you're worried about your health." 

The advisor began grinding his teeth with aggravation. "And the country's health?" 

"Well the outlook is poor." 

"What are your orders, my lord?" 

The king began to pick his nose and brought out a wet yellow booger stuck to his index finger. He 
ate it and then belched out loud. Franklin was disgusted and looked away, trying desperately to think of 
pleasant thoughts and remember that he was still his superior. He failed and cringed. 

"Call off our men, Franklin, even modern technology can't compare to the wrath of God. Let them 
destroy everything. I don't mind crapping in a hole, riding a horse for transport, and using candles." 

There was a short pause and they both looked at the floor. 

Franklin spoke. "What about the advances in medical science? Computers have minimized the 
amount of work in menial day to day tasks, phones have brought people closer together, and we can 
broadcast national emergencies over the television." 

"Yes, but Franklin you have forgot about God." 

"Okay, but-" 

"Franklin. Call them off." 

"Yes, sir." 

The advisors girlfriend walked in. "Honey will you pick up some milk after work? We're out." 

"Yea sure. How did you get in?" 

"Т just walked right in. Security didn't stop me or anything." 

The king and the advisor looked at each other. Then Franklin faked like he was dialing the admiral 
of the navy and the general of the army. He then later dialed them and gave them proper orders. The 
king found out about this and put him on time out. 


22 
Battling Depression 


Larry Lacross sat down in his reclining chair during a hot afternoon in southern California. He was 
only 32, but looked much older from hard work and stress and an improper diet consisting heavily of 
meat and lacking in nutrients like vegetables or milk. He smoked, despite the large health risks 
associated with it and his hair was messy and stood up from never combing it. He looked asleep but he 
was wide awake. His 16 year old daughter just got home from school and sat on the couch with a 
gloomy look on her face. 

"Daddy I'm depressed. My first boyfriend just broke up with me and I don't know what to do." 

"Go find another one. Plenty of boys in the world." 

"But I loved this one and he loved me and everything that made sense to me in this world is 
confusing now. I think I'm going to kill myself." 

"Nonsense. You'll pull through. I asked out half the girls in this town before I met your mother." 

"I don't want it to be like that though. I need to be put on medication. Will you pay for therapy at 
school for me so I can get the help I need." 

"Baby I can't afford that and you're not depressed. Plenty of people go through these relationship 
problems all the time." 

Larry adjusted himself in the chair. Without realizing it would affect the conversation he farted. It 
was a long fart that lasted awhile and his daughter had completely turned her head to look at him before 
he finished. "That felt good," he said. 

"Daddy! You're not even listening to me. You don't love me." 

"That's not true. I love you." 

"You don't love me. I have a problem and you're not even helping. If you didn't want me you 
shouldn't have had me." 

"Well sorry, but I was pretty horny when I met your mom and I forgot that when you have sex 
there's a chance for a baby and condoms were about $3 and that's money I could have used towards pot 
or alcohol." 

His daughter started crying uncontrollably on the couch and put her hands on her face. She cried 
often over many different things and it was pretty typical to see her like this. 

"Dangit Penelope this depression stuff is just bulljunk those psychologists just tell you so they can 
make some money. Scientologists don't believe in psychology and Tom Cruise is making millions. So 
what if John Travolta neglected his child which probably led to his death I still don't think half these 
diseases are even real. When I was growing up if I complained about how poor or ugly I was my father 
would pimp slap me. Then he'd make fun of me and tell his friends that he pimp slapped me and laugh 
at me. I ate a bagel today without any cream cheese you don't hear me complaining. Your mother hasn't 
even had sex with me in years and І had to spend all your college money to buy prostitutes but you 
don't hear me complaining. This is something you need to get over without pills and stuff. I'll help you 
through it baby just give me a chance." 


23 
Trip to the Dive Bar 


A man sat down on one of the stools. A bartender came over and took his order. "What will it be?" 

The bartender, noticing the man was all alone, came over. 

"What's wrong?" 

"Oh well my friend just died and I'm sad. He had sex with too many supermodels, got AID's, and 
died." 

A short pause. 

"That's why you're sad! I'm wearing a fucking eye patch for jerking off in my eye, I lost my left ball 
from excessive masturbation, I had to come into work with a broken leg, and I took my only child to 
the zoo last week where they neglected to tell me that they were experimenting on re-creating dinosaurs 
from old DNA. A fucking Tyrannosaurus Rex ate my only child! And when I tried to sue them hippies 
protested because dinosaurs are an endangered species. As if dinosaurs were useful for anything 
besides eating humans and scaring the fuck out of everyone! I can't even talk to my father without 
pissing my pants and now I got to worry about this shit. And you're friend died from something cool 
like too much sex? Boo hoo get the fuck outta my bar!" 

The man set down his beer and left for the exit, then turned on his heel. "Not all dinosaurs are 
carnivores you know. Parasaurolophus, which was one of the loudest dinosaurs that ever roamed the 
Earth, was an herbivore." 


24 
The Dungeon Library 


"That is the end of lecture for the first day of class. Make sure you grab Barnum's American History 
1776-1860." Chad, Rebecca, and Tony quickly packed their notebooks in their bookbags. The other 
children hurried out of class. Staying in class after the bell rang was a major faux pas and everyone fled 
like the building was on fire. 

The three of them had a long enough break between classes to not have to worry about being late. 
They headed over to the library to get the required textbook. Two uninformed men brushed by them 
almost knocking Tony over. 

"What was that?" Tony said angrily. 

"That," replied Rebecca,“ was the fat police. The way this school wins so many athletic 
competitions is by watching their athletes diets. They pretty much can't even eat anything at the 
cafeteria. Michael Phelps may have won 13 gold medals stoned, but you can bet he wasn't drinking any 
soda." 

Tony gained his composure and the three entered the library. 

"Excuse me, ma'am. Will you tell me where this book is?" He pushed a piece of paper towards her 
with the title of the book. 

"Basement level 5. I wrote down the call number for you." 

"Thank you," he said. She moved her glasses back onto the bridge of her nose. 

"You're welcome." 


"Basement level 5? I didn't know the elevators went down that low," said Rebecca. 

"They don't," added in Tony. "We have to take the stairs." 

All three were silent for a bit before entering the staircase. Rebecca initiated conversation, feeling 
uncomfortable in silence, "you know we're kind of like the three musketeers. On an adventure." 

Chad opened the doorway to the staircase. "Rebecca, I'm pretty sure the only girl in that novel was 
hanged." 

"Jeez thanks for the downer." 

At the fourth level of the staircase it began to get dark. The lights were off. They all stopped. 

"This is getting creepy," said Rebecca. 

"I've heard of this place, but I thought it was a myth like the male G-spot." Tony scratched his head. 
Then he touched Rebecca's bottom. 

"Who touched my butt?" Laughter. 

Chad spoke up. "Look we can use this torch to light the stairwell." Chad stayed in front knocking 
down spider webs and making sure no one got hurt. Finally, they got to the fifth level. It was a big wide 
open space much different from the other levels. The floor was dirt and like the stairway it was pitch 
black except for their torch. The bookcases were long and filled with books going as far back as visible. 
Rebecca spotted a shimmer of light. "Look light! Maybe someone can help us." They approached it. An 
old man sat at a desk lit by a candle. His beard went down to his knees and was pure white. He had on a 
snuggie which made him look like a wizard. 

"Hello," said Tony. "Would you help us find a book?" 

The man looked up. "Students, eh?" 

"A Canadian?" Rebecca blurted out. 

The man continued. "I haven't seen students down here in years. They kept me on their payroll 
though so I kept coming back. Let me see the call number." Chad handed him a slip of paper and he 
scanned over it. "Ahh I know exactly where it is. Follow me children." 

The old man picked up a candle and led the way. His wooden cane echoed throughout the room. 
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Adding to the sound he laughed еу Шу as he took each step. 

All three grabbed each other's arm in fright. 

"I've seen this guy on Myspace," said Chad. "He wouldn't add me as a friend, but he added all my 
female friends. I hear he's a cannibal." 

"I hear he's a pedophile," whispered Топу. 

"I hear he's a Republican," said Rebecca. 

"Dear Lord," said Tony. "Don't joke around like that." He tightened his grip. 

The old man stopped at a particular bookcase. "Here we are children." He flashed a widened grin so 
that you would see all his teeth. "Now see if you can find your way back." He threw a fistful of stuff on 
the ground and smoke rose, completely enveloping him. Once the smoke disappeared the old man was 
gone. 

"Holy cheesecake," said Robin. 

"Dang nabbit," said Chad. 

"Typical Republican," said Tony. 


26 
Тһе Foulest Word іп the English Language 


Sam Robinson and Edmund Bell just got out of college and had used their criminal justice degree to 
join the police force. Being friends and young they joked and laughed their entire way through training, 
which almost got them thrown out, but they begged and pleaded and did extra work to make up for 
their temerity. 

Today, they sat before police chief Hamilton, a stocky balding black man with a short temper. 
“Robinson and Bell I have an assignment for you. There are rumors that a farmer has two black 
children working for him as slaves and I want you two to look into it, because the color of your skin 
will make you sensitive to the case. Drive out to the farm, investigate, eat lunch, and report back to me 
before the end of the day.” 

“Yes, sir.” They said in unison. The chief handed them the reports and they headed to the car. 

”Damn boy did you see that secretary? What a fine piece of ass.” 

”I saw that shit. You could bounce a quarter off it and bust up the ceiling. I'd tap that shit.” Robinson 
replied. 

”Fuck yeah. Skeet skeet. Ha.” They both busted up laughing. 

What's up with this slave bitch?” asked Bell. 

”I tell you what this is. This is another story of the white man trying to keep the black man down. 
Finally, we got one of us in office to stir them things up a bit.” 

Robinson liked to be called black instead of African American since he was so ashamed to be an 
American while George W. Bush was president. Now that there was a new president he didn't mind, but 
preferred black since he became accustomed to it. 

They pulled up to the farm and parked near the fence. The farmer politely let them in and the two 
officers sat down at the dinner table with the farmer and two black children. 

”Му name is agent Robinson and this is my partner Bell. We have documented reports that you are 
treating these children as slaves.” 

One of the children interrupted. “Agent it's horrible. He doesn't pay us a penny, won't let us leave, 
and he whips us.” 

Bell looked at the farmer. “Is this true?” 

”Yes,” the farmer replied. 

Robinson glanced at the farmer, who was white, and then at the children, who were black. “Does he 
call you niggers?” 

The other child replied, “no he has never called us that, but he calls us pieces of shit and worthless 
scumbags and sometimes doesn't feed us.” 

”That's all I need to hear,” said Robinson. “Sorry to bother you sir.” 

Please help us!” screamed one of the children. The policemen ignored the childrens' cries for help 
and left the farm. 

In the car Bell spoke up, “hey Jim how are you handling your divorce?” 

”You know I was down for a bit, but I've been getting so much pussy I don't even care anymore. 
This young slut lives near me and I been hitting that shit. Real tight. I'll ask if she got any friends for 
you.” 

They ate lunch and drove back to the station. It was a custom to knock on a superior's door and then 
wait patiently for them to answer. When the two of them knocked police chief Hamilton was surprised 
at their cursory speed in reporting back. 

”You two gentleman have returned quickly. What's your report?” 

Robinson smiled, proud of himself. “Chief, the farmer is holding them slaves, but there is no need to 
prosecute him because he doesn't call them niggers.” 
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The chief was silent for a brief second before his blood boiled in anger. Doesn't call them niggers. 
You fucking idiots are niggers! Go arrest that man and hold the two children in custody. Do it today or 
I'll have your badges in the morning!” 


28 
Corporate Dishonesty 


Jim sat at his desk cubicle typing away on his keyboard when his supervisor approached him. 

"Hi Jim how are you?" 

"I'm fine Smith. Thanks for asking." He called everyone who managed him by their last name, but 
secretly glued their face to a punching bag at home. 

"I was just reviewing this company's health insurance records and I noticed you put that you have no 
heart problems and that you only weigh 150 pounds." 

"Okay," Jim became nervous and thought up an excuse. "Well I filled out that form awhile ago I 
might have put on a few pounds." 

"Jim don't be ridiculous we required our workers to fill out these forms two weeks ago and you must 
weigh at least 300 pounds and I know you have high blood pressure." 

Jim became defensive. "So what are you trying to say I'm fat?" 

"No Jim I wanted to talk to you about honesty and integrity. I'm not going to fire you, but what you 
are doing is stealing from the company's money and if it happens again you will be demoted." 

"Alright, thanks Mr. Smith." 


Jim sat across from his best friend at the local pub in front of a big screen watching some baseball. 
"Hey Scott how are you man?" 

"I'm fine." 

"I got a new girlfriend." 

"Oh yeah?" 

"She's pretty ugly though. I'm poor and depressed so she's the best I can get. Missing a few teeth and 
must weight 200 pounds for only her five and a half foot frame. She told me she has sex with her dog. 
Then she told me she didn't call her dog back after sex. She seemed pretty proud that she wasn't 
attached that way and does whatever she pleases." 

"That's pretty sad man. You going to stay?" 

"Yeah I love her. I'm going to have her meet me at the bank tomorrow. You should look for a 
girlfriend man." 

"Well this girl came up and talked to me yesterday while I was at work." He was a cashier at a local 
department store. 

"What did she say?" 

"She said her boyfriend was bisexual and likes to have sex with guys in the butt and would like me 
to join them in a threesome. Then in an arrogant abuse of our short lived relationship demanded that I 
admit women had invented the computer, spaceship, iPod, cellphone, and wheel; clearly taking 
advantage of the maxim ће customer is always right'." 

"Did you pursue it? You haven't gotten any action in awhile. 

"Dude I'm not gay." 

"I've been thinking of turning gay." 

"I've been thinking of the land of lollipops." 


The next day Jim and his girlfriend went to the bank. A terrorist lobbed a grenade into the bank. "Oh 
no I have to save everyone's life." He threw his girlfriend over the grenade and was applauded by the 
other members of the bank when the explosion was absorbed by her blubber. 
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Learning English with Don Juan 


"Hi class. You're substitute teacher is Don Juan. I apologize in advance, but the state has been doing 
massive budget cuts." 

Don Juan walked in the classroom. He slowly walked in with his shirt unbuttoned at the top so his 
chest hairs were visible. He wore penny loafers, white pants, and a Hawaiian collared shirt. 

"Don't worry honey. I'm not a substitute virgin. Your class is in fine hands." The teacher's aid left 
and he walked to the whiteboard and wrote his name. 

"My name is Don Juan. Today I'm going to be teaching you all English. I'm not going to use those 
fucking textbooks because nobody talks like that shit. If you have any questions raise your dick," the 
class burst out laughing while he thought. "What the fuck do you call that shit? Oh yeah raise your 
hand." 

He walked to the center of the room. "When I was your age I really didn't care about school - you 
can't relate to it. All I thought about was pussy. I used to stare at the girls' thongs in front of me. I mean 
they teach you a bunch of bullshit. Don't drink? Like what I can't have fun or what? And what's this 
drugs crap. Did you guys know that most great masterpieces were influenced by drugs? The Wall by 
Pink Floyd. Ozzy Osbourne was huge into coke and look at him now! The guy is rich as fuck. And Ray 
Charles liked heroin. So are we supposed to stop everything just to do good in school? Do what you 
want kids - it's your life." 

One of the girls raised her hand. "They are teaching us in sex ed to be abstinate or use protection." 

"See now that's stupid," he replied. "It feels better without a condom anyways. My advice to all the 
boys is just fuck hookers. I used to have sex with chicks, but they want you to buy them drinks and 
listen to them. Fuck that! I fucked four hookers in one day. Even your average bar slut is usually too 
drunk to screw more than twice in a night. It's more better. And when you're tired of women a good 
piece of ass from a guy is good alternate. Boys come to me after class and I'll teach you how to hit on 
guys. Next question..." 


30 
Observations 


What's the deal with the pizza guy always opening the box of pizza to show it to me? We're both law 
abiding citizens and this isn't a drug deal. I can verify the pizza myself. Thank you. 


I've always wanted to take advantage of the silent etiquette in a movie theatre. I'd like to just let a 
big fart rip so everyone around me hears. I wonder if they would say anything. And if they did I'd 
totally shush them. 


These British palace guards have got to have one of the toughest jobs out there. I'd never work 
anywhere I wasn't allowed to show emotion. Smiling and laughing is just too important to me. Even 
bums have that liberty. 


I think the government should regulate the amount of girlfriends Hugh Heffner has. Hot, attractive 
women are so rare that when five are taken away the straight male community really feels the blow. 
Especially if the girl came from a small town. 


Ever hear of wireheading? It's where electrons are put inside the pleasure centers of the brain to 
release large amounts of dopamine. When tested on rats they preferred it to food, sleep, and sex. I'd like 
to give it a try. I'm a little afraid of the addiction level, but it definitely sounds like it's worth a try. Sure 
beats Disneyland. I guarantee if this was marketed we would have an even lazier society. I need to talk 
to a psychiatrist about getting this procedure. 


Everytime I enter a chatroom I always envision a guy walking up to a girl in a social event and 
saying "What's up baby? I got a 13-inch cock. Wanna watch me beat off in the janitor's closet? Come 
on baby I'm horny." 


Is there a reason why pot isn't legal everywhere? I don't buy that excuse that it affects brain 
development in children and young adults because I grew up with it illegal and there wasn't a surplus of 
geniuses in my class. In fact, whoever wanted it, got it. Simple as that. Illegal or not. 


I liked school's idea of asking my parents about our family background, but I asked too many 
questions and it back-fired and blew up in my face. Same thing with American history. 


I'd have a lot of respect for a teacher that all of a sudden just refused to teach an entire classroom of 
students because they would more than likely use that knowledge for ill purposes. We need more 
teachers like that. 


I once saw a news story where one of the smartest men in the world was interviewed who had an IQ 
of 180. When asked why he never pursued riches, he replied that money doesn't equal happiness. That 
made me feel a little better about being poor, but not much. 
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Condom Bandits 


"Atkins, dear boy, it's great to be alive in the late 19th century. Be a good friend and hand me my 
cocaine." 

Atkins brought out a small mirror from his purse and lined up some cocaine on it. "Be careful not to 
blow the cocaine off before you snort it, Homeboy." 

Sherlock rolled a bill and snorted the line without spilling any on the floor. "Not to worry, Atkins. 
"Тіѕ elementary. Forgive my manners. I don't intend to be a selfish brute. Would you like some as 
well?" 

"No thank you. I am still recovering from last night." 

"Very well," said Sherlock, slouching in an armchair. "How is your new diet book coming along?" 

"Т have the first chapter completed." 

"You astound me my dear friend. A diet book based completely off the premise to eat more red 
meat. Before questioning your research I had assumed that white meat was better for you, along with 
fish." 

"Nope, you're wrong. Fucking dumbass." 

Sherlock's forehead tightened and they both became alert to the door opening. A man dressed in a 
prince Albert suit entered. There was a metal chain that went across his breast and his hair was combed 
backward and auburn. 

"Good evening, gentleman," he said. "Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Captain Gerald 
Maverick and I have a most urgent matter for you to accomplish." 

Sherlock removed his hand from his breast pocket. "Before we begin I'd like to announce that I have 
discovered quite a few things about you. You were drunk last night, secretly have intimate thoughts 
about your male friends, don't believe in evolution, and hate women." 

"Sir! How did you discover so many things about me without me telling you?" 

"Т don't mean to insult your intelligence, but let me proceed with my observations." 

"Don't do that." 

"What?" 

"Listen, I haven't got all day to listen to you analyze me. You aren't a psychologist so I doubt you 
would give me any meaningful advice and as you know I have gay thoughts and your assistant is quite 
attractive, however I like to suppress my urges so that my employment with the military remains. So 
please just cut to the chase and quit prepping up your speech." 

"I apologize for that." Sherlock's mood depressed a bit. "Well anyways your hungover because your 
speech is slurred and you tighten your lips between sentences. You have secret thoughts of your male 
friends because you spend an extraordinarily large amount of time working out your buttocks and you 
hate women because you have an overdeveloped mustache hanging over your lip that even the most 
competitive gold digger wouldn't compliment. Also, you don't believe in evolution because you wear a 
cross around your neck." 

"Bravo," said Captain Maverick. They both clapped in unison. 

Sherlock grabbed a few balls and began to juggle them. Both their mouths opened in awe. Then 
Sherlock swallowed a sword from king Charlemagne. The audience clapped more. Sherlock walked 
over to his bookshelf and picked up a book on physics from Newton and put his thumb over it, flipping 
through the pages quickly enough to finish the entire book in 10 seconds. 

"I just finished this book and now understand gravity and the laws of motion." 

More clapping. Captain Maverick stood up. "I have never seen such a performance. Now I'd like to 
hire you Sherlock. You are the best detective in England and probably the entire world. The United 
States has military power, but I doubt they have detectives of your caliber. The case is of a recent 
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problem with the town square. Someone has been discarding used condoms along the corners of streets. 
I saw another condom stepping out of a horse and carriage on the way to your house. I don't like this 
new invention of the condom. The proletariat have enough problems with drugs and prostitution. Now 
they will become addicted to sex?" Captain Maverick paused and looked down. "Well at least they 
won't create more babies that can't be properly provided for. I just want the culprit brought to justice. 
Old rich women everywhere are nearly fainting at the sight," said he. 

Sherlock grabbed Dr. Atkins and walked out towards the crime scene. They looked down at the used 
condom. 

Sherlock spoke first. "Well there isn't much evidence here besides this used condom. Doctor, be a 
good assistant and grab it for me will you?" 

Dr. Atkins stared at him coldly. "There are tongs in the mansion. I shall be back shortly." 

Dr. Atkins picked up the condom with his tongs. "Should we examine the semen with my 
microscope?" 

"You can if you want," replied Sherlock. "But to catch this culprit we must record the location of 
every discarded condom in this town." 

"Do you suppose they are from prostitutes?" 

"They could be. They could also be from numerous different people, but I suspect one person is 
doing this deliberately and can't afford a place to do it in. That's why he is doing it in these places." 

"Doing what?" 

"Sex, Dr. Atkins. I thought you were a doctor." 

"Listen, I can't guess everything." 

Sherlock contemplated. "Let's get some rest tonight and tomorrow we'll scavenge the town for lost 
condoms." 

"What if he strikes again!" 

"I surely doubt this caveman would change the colour of this town by doing so." 

The next day they collected every condom in a two mile radius. "Boy am I tired," exclaimed Dr. 
Atkins. Sherlock suspected his partners exhaustion was from his new diet, but didn't say anything. 

"Homeboy, I have marked the location of every condom we have discovered on this map." 

"Merciful western pure land," remarked Sherlock. "It's in the shape of a pentagram." 

Dr. Atkins looked closely into the map. "Sherlock that is the shape of a penis." 

"Ah yes. Pentagram is actually French for penis." 

"Right," said Dr. Atkins. 

They worked for only four hours that day. The effects of cocaine on their central nervous system 
was so severe that what appeared to be difficult work was actually quite simple. Fortunately, for them, 
cocaine was so expensive that they only snorted about a gram a day and their love for justice prevented 
them from devoting their entire life to the drug. 

The next day the Earth turned about as similarly as the day before. They woke up to chipper birds 
chirping and the sun lighting up the autumn sky. However, being very busy they never noticed these 
things and after a small breakfast of an egg and toast they resumed work. 

"How do we find this man, doctor?" 

"I suppose we can predict his next move and meet him there." 

"Excellent. How is your kung fu? He could be armed and dangerous. Are you prepared to fight this 
man to the death?" 

"Sherlock, I would never perform kung fu. Yellow men are even more despicable than blacks." 

"What about survival?" 

"I will carry a Colt six shooter with me. Let's figure out how to determine his next sexual 
misadventure." 
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"When was the last time you had sex?" 

"That is none of your business!" 

The way they figured out where the fornicator was moving next was by looking at the shape of the 
penis and gently seeing any missing gaps, thereby pinpointing his next conquest. There was only one 
point on the penis that followed such framework. It was the urethra. It took them both eight hours to 
figure out directions to get to the location. 

They pitched a tent and waited for the man. "Am I hungry?" asked Atkins. 

"Look there is a deli over there. Go get some pork or something." 

"Perfect. That will help my new diet." 

"Pork is not from a cow, it is from a goose you idiot!" 

"Sorry, homeboy. I went to college they don't teach you that kind of stuff. I'm not clever like you!" 

They both walked into the deli and had a sandwich. Afterwards they skipped out holding hands. 

"You are right Sherlock. Aristotle was one of the wisest men ever born." 

After they returned to their tent they took a nap. Hours passed and night arrived. They heard rustling 
in the bushes. 

"Are you sure you don't want to put it in my butt? It's tighter back there." 

"My lady I am religious and don't perform those heinous acts. Now put your legs over my shoulders 
and squeeze your tits." 

"Yes, King George the VI." 

Sherlock woke first. Afraid to approach anyone titled king he lied down in the bushes." 

"Someone is here?" 

"Yes. Iam speaking from the tent next to you. I don't intend to spoil anyone's evening, but have you 
been sleeping around town and discarding condoms?" 

"No, I have only been with one other man my entire life!" 

The king darted his eyes in another direction then laughed a little bit. "Okay, it was me! I admit my 
sins. You don't know what extravagant wealth and beautiful hair does to a man. Plus she is so young 
and full of life that I cherished every moment spent with her as if she was my daughter. Don't ruin my 
good name though. You don't know what it would do to the spirit of the men who admire me." 

Sherlock thought for a deep while. "Here's what is going to happen. You promise me to clean up 
after yourself each time you have sex anywhere and then I will not report you. However, be warned 
that if I ever see another rubber condom I will find a man practiced in the art of kung fu and have him 
perform a special punch that will kill you in one blow. And I've heard the rumors, but this punch is for 
real and works. 

"We have a deal my good man." 
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А Sojourn to the Club 


Miss Craft stood in front of the class of disabled children. The school's reconstruction really improved 
the classroom. Right and left handed desks were provided, a dry erase board, textbooks written in the 
last 50 years, and TV sets with DVD players to keep their attention. It made the high school seem so 
much better. 

"Don't worry if you struggle reading and writing English. When I was learning my fifth language, 
Mandarin Chinese, I had trouble understanding their characters before I became fluent." 

One of the students raised his hand. "I don't get it. I thought x was a letter. Why is it in my math 
problems?" 

She spoke in a sincere voice. "Well x is a variable. That means you substitute it for a number you 
don't know yet." She wrote a simple algebra problem as an example on the board to explain her point. 
The bell rang and the students walked out of the classroom without packing any materials since the 
state declared pencils and pens could be used as weapons by them and they could cut themselves with 
paper. "Don't forget to read The Alchemist by Paulo Coelho. We might be able to finish the whole book 
by the end semester. I can probably turn you all into cashiers!" 

Miss Craft spent the next hour correcting their homework, which basically consisted of asking them 
how they were doing. She was thinking of what her doctor discussed with her. He diagnosed her as 
having a mild sexual dysfunction which she coined "wet dysfunction." It was late Friday and her best 
friend Jennifer was out of town. Her other friend Diane was visiting her boyfriend up north. Her doctor 
recommended that she start dating men again, but she was very unsatisfied with online dating and the 
men that e-mailed her. She figured if she was going to make any progress it was going to have to be 
made by her. She was bored of meeting men at church and she had friends in her book club, but none 
she wanted to date. I'll go out tonight and dance, she thought. 

At approximately 8pm she beckoned herself to arrive at a dance club. She politely told a few men 
that she was meeting a friend here and already had a boyfriend while waiting in line. They were tepid 
and gave up quickly. 

Inside, she ordered a beer from the bartender and listened to the music. The room was large, but 
dark and lit by a few spotlights shining random lights all over the place. The music is so loud and the 
lyrics are so base, she thought to herself. She had been to dance clubs before, but was always surprised 
by their dejection - complete strangers would be all over themselves physically, rubbing parts all over 
each other. 

A younger man walked up next to her. "I like your dress," he said. 

"Thank you," she replied. His large biceps and tight shirt were attractive to her. "Have a seat," she 
said. He sat down on a stool next to her. People were so much nicer to each other now that murder was 
reduced to a misdemeanor. "So what do you do?" 

"Shorty, I'm the president," he said and burst out laughing. She saw the x marked on the top of his 
hand and wondered how he could be so dumb without alcohol. 

"Na, I'm just playing. I'm a student, but I got a job too." 

"Oh, that's good. You should stay in school." 

"Would you like to dance?" he asked. 

"Oh I just wanted a drink. I hate coming to these places because all guys ever want is sex, but my 
doctor says I should get out more since I have a sexual dysfunction." 

"Oh girl I can fix that. Come dance with me. I'll teach you," he grabbed her hand. 

"Oh alright, but only one dance." 

They walked over to a circle of people, who incidentally weren't texting, checking twitter, or 
browsing the internet. The kid that approached her started break dancing in the group and they clapped. 
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She noticed how strong һе was after he lifted himself upright on his hands. Then he did a full front flip 
and landed on his feet and kept break dancing, skipping around to the beat and raising the crowd's 
applause. 

Miss Craft looked around at the club, analyzing them all. This is a club full of Philistines. I wonder 
if anyone knows how to solve definite integrals or how many languages they can speak, if one at all. 
She began to wonder what kind of shape she was in compared to the other women here. Next, she 
approached the dance floor and started to spin on her head. Then she spun around on her back like a 
turtle and ended in a resting position with her head on her elbow completely relaxed. 

They both walked outside where it wasn't so loud. There was a piano in the corner so she played 
Beethoven's Fur Elise for her new friend. "That was bomb what you did on the dance floor. I didn't 
think you were that type of gal, ma'am." 

"Well you don't live on the west coast without learning how to bust a few moves." It was early in the 
next morning and she wanted to head home to go to bed. The troubador asked for her name and phone 
number before leaving and she texted it to him. 
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Death of Socrates 


The executioner moved Socrates to the cell. His mind raced in the intensity of the moment. Rumors had 
spread of the magnitude of his crime. No one questioned the system of government so vividly and 
powerfully before. It was heard that he "corrupted the youth." Who was right, this giant-of-the-mind 
wise man demonized by the public or the trusted and respected democracy? Ho! Socrates might be a 
demon. Demons lurk the woods at night looking for human blood to feast on; it's why the executioner 
works at night and sleeps during the day - to protect his life. The wife calls him crazy. Alive he tells her 
of what he is and that no one should underestimate the ferocity of Hell. Thunder roared tonight. Boom! 
Streaks of light danced across the ebony sky. 


Quickly, before he forgets, he praises the mysterious man, for he knew no more a courageous man than 
him. "You may be put to death this night, but you are the wisest man I have ever met." 


"Ah," replied Socrates. "Thank you for your kind words, but here goes no wise man, only a man tired 
of life." 
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Death of Socrates (Alternate Ending) 


Crito approached Socrates a few nights before his trial. "You must leave Greece. You are in 
danger here. They preach justice, but only want to see you vanquished like the slave-gladiators in the 
arena." 


Socrates replied, "no, these men are civil. They wouldn't drop down to a barbaric state of mind 
like this and kill me, the noble Socrates who has served his country and brought up a new generation of 
bright minds." 


"Wrong," replied Crito. "They are accusing you of corrupting the youth. Whatever you are 
teaching them is enraging the powerful senate, and emperor." 


"My life is over. I'm at my twilight. Whatever they can take from me I willingly give, even if 
they want every scrap and marrow, like a hungry vulture circling an empty desert. Me, as an individual, 
I need so much to be a peaceful man - but what's good for the goose isn't good for the gander. Better 
they dissolve me and take the salary I've earned and distribute it to my poor wife and daughter, but not 
that damned buffoon Plato." 


"I thought you were too great to die. Too proud to let a group of broken men accuse you of 
everything that is wrong in our society, and then let them be right and agree with them and take the 
blame when you know damn well you aren't the sole problem!!" 


"Get out of here!! 


Right now!!" Socrates screamed. "These are my last days and I'll not sit here and let you 
deceive me into doing the wrong thing when I know damn well the right thing to do." 


The days passed as he sat in his jail, waiting for his last counsel. It gave him time to ponder and 
think about the glorious life that he lived. He watched as Greece prospered from a smaller unit of 
warrior clans into a thriving economy of trade, law, and art. 

The decision of the counsel was to endure a painless death - poison - and then walk around until 
it passed through his body and he eventually died. During the trial they all agreed for him to be put to 
death. As an utterance of his last words, he spoke: 

"Crito, we owe a rooster to Asclepius. Make sure you tell him my cock is BIGGER." 


"What?" the warden whispered, surprised, as he gently handed Socrates a vial of poison. 


Quickly Socrates pulled a small dagger from beneath his himation and cut the wrist of the 
warden administering him and then sheathed it away. 


"Traitor!" The judge and jury cried. 


"So I am to blame for all the problems of Greece, you wimps!" He slammed his curled fist into 
the face of the judge. While he wasn't practicing philosophy - which quickly became a bullshit major 
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for rich youth who wanted to avoid military service and entertain gay orgies - he was studying martial 
arts from the diagrams in books and scrolls that travelled in caravans from the East. One of the 
members of the jury stood up - he roundhouse-kicked the man in the chest knocking him to the ground. 
Most others ran off in a hurry, only ever moving so swiftly when hearing news of a tender aged whore 
in town looking to please a rich businessman and his wife. 


One tall, broad shouldered man stood up. He had entered the Olympics last year and came here 
in substitute for his sick and dying uncle. He got in a fighting stance. Socrates was prepared though. He 
began to circle the man, bouncing on his feet to stay alert. The athlete gave a quick jab to his rib. It 
landed hard. Socrates wiped it away and threw a punch towards his face. It was blocked. He danced 
around some more. Jump like a kangaroo, impale like a swordfish. 


Local news in Athens was posted on the wall near the local court and market. News of the latest 
emperor's endeavors were hammered into a stone tablet along with some of the latest sales specials by 
happy-go-lucky merchants. There was a piece of property also available for purchase and its price 
(non-negotiable) was listed along with the unit and owner of the land. A couple horses were being sold 
for the listed coin amount. Non-counterfeit coins of course. It was becoming increasingly difficult to 
see the imitations from the originals. Local politicians also put out their propaganda. "Can we count on 
your vote? Make sure you put our stone in the pots." 


Socrates blocked a few more punches, but was struck hard in the chest and shoulder. "Enough 
enough" he pleaded. The man put him on the ground with a kick before turning around and leaving. 
The athlete was half his age and in much superior physical strength than Socrates, but at least he 
wouldn't be dying from posion. The bruises would take a few weeks to a month to heal though. He 
often dreamed of going to Sparta. Despite his disapproval with their bloodthirsty war obsession they 
were clearly the best fighters around, well trained and disciplined. He heard rumors that they once 
refused to do business from the pungent smell of perfume. To think, that they were so strict and fierce 
even the aroma of crushed flowers could not lighten their turbulent training and intense order. 
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The First Dragon 
Everything that is dreamed of in Heaven is here on Earth. 


Tiffany bit her lower lip as she began going in and out of contractions. The white support table was 
soft, but the room was cold and the entire floor smelt like urine. Her doctor approached her, he was a 
man in his thirties, but looked much younger. Even though female cervixes were designed to be 
stretched many times their original size she knew it would do so with enormous pain. 

"Ma'am there is a drug you can receive that will elimate the pain during birth. The procedure is 
called an epidural. With your permission I can perform one." 

"Yes, anything to stop the pain!" she screamed. She rolled over to her side and the doctor put a large 
needle in her spine. Immediately, she went numb from the waist down. 

"Omigod. I can't feel my waist. My baby? What about my baby!" 

"This procedure does not affect your child ma'am. Your neurons have simply been affected. No 
harm will be done to your baby." 

Tiffany could not feel anything, but she was extremely worried about her child. In an hour the baby's 
head began to show through her vagina. The baby's head was covered in slime and invisible. The doctor 
put his hands close to her vagina, ready to catch the baby and cut the umbilical cord. The doctor raised 
his eyebrow, perplexed. He noticed a green color to the baby's skin, unusual from the normal hue of 
blue. He took a step back and the baby emerged on its own, tearing the vagina. There was blood 
everywhere. 

"Doctor, what is going on?" Tiffany asked. The doctor didn't answer and fled from the room in fear. 
The baby landed on its feet and its claw to cut the umbilical cord. Tiffany raised herself up on her arms 
to see what is going on. She was scared from the sight of her own blood. "Why?" she cried. "I was 
married before I lost my virginity." Then puzzled, she whispered, "aren't reptiles supposed to be 
hatched from eggs? I'm human." 

The green skinned dragon spoke. "I have evolved." 

"Bullshit," replied Tiffany. "Evolution is only a theory, like gravity and neither are valid, hence this 
is a dream." 

A heavily armored knight walked in. "That is a logical fallacy. Theories are the best methods we 
have to understand the universe. If gravity is false then Galileo would have been wrong and a feather 
and stone, of different weights, would not have fallen at the same rate on the moon, which they did. 
Your argument was a logical fallacy because you assume that because this reptile has evolved you are 
dreaming. A and B therefore C is an invalid proof, even this dragon with his underdeveloped limbic 
system should be able to appreciate that." 

The dragon vomitted a flame towards the knight and the knight, aware and on guard, defended with 
his cross-symboled metal shield. The dragon recovering from his attack stood stationary. The knight 
withdrew his sword and raised it above his head. "For my king!" He then chopped off the head at the 
dragon's neck. Three more heads burst forth. All three heads focused on the knight and spit a flame. He 
defended himself and prepared for his next attack. 

"Attack," Tiffany burst out after the flames stopped. In one long stroke he severed all three heads. 
Nine heads burst forth. "Its heads grew exponentially of 3," she said proud of herself for noticing the 
pattern. 

"Yes, quite obviously, my lady. However, how do I defeat it?" 

"Attack the heart. After the heart has been destroyed it won't have enough blood to produce new 
heads. Then, kill the heads." Tiffany replied. 

The knight put up his shield to guard the flames and after they stopped he arose. All of the heads did 
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not shoot a flame at him though and while vulnerable shot one at him, reaching his flesh through the 
eye slits and mouth holes of his helmet, killing him. The dragon did a victory dance and after finishing 
another knight appeared. 

"Who are you?" Tiffany asked. 

"Don't worry my lady. There are two knights in this game. We haven't lost yet." 

Tiffany was dumbfounded and while the dragon's first head shot a flame she regained her 
composure. "Stay guarded. Not all of the dragon's heads shoot at once. You must attack the dragon's 
heart when I tell you." 

"Yes, my lady." He responded. 

It took five minutes for the dragons' heads to complete the cycle. "Attack now!" She screamed. 

The knight lowered his shield, withdrew his sword, and with all his might drove the sword into the 
dragon's heart. A great pain stung in his shoulder when the edge clanged against the dragon's armor. His 
sword did not pierce the dragon's hard scales and during this perplexing period was killed in the same 
fashion as the first knight. The dragon performed another victory dance. A new woman approached, 
dressed in expensive clothes and wearing a jeweled crown. Tiffany guessed in this strange game she 
must be the queen. 

"This dragon has killed two of my best men," the queen spit. "It will pay for its insolence!" 

Tiffany was intimidated. How is a queen supposed to be addressed? 

"Your highness! Defend yourself with a shield upon its flames. After the ninth torch I will tell you to 
attack its heart. However, any weapon crafted from iron ore is too weak to pierces this dragon's skin. 
Do you have any material that is stronger?" 

"I have rubies in my crown and a diamond crucifix as a necklace that was given to me as a gift from 
a Welsh prince." 

"Use the crucifix to pierce the dragon's heart," Tiffany ejaculated. "Diamond is the strongest 
material on this planet." 

Three minutes passed. "Attack now!" 

With all the queen's might she lunged forward and drove the diamond crucifix into the dragon's 
heart. Blood oozed through the thick skin with speed and power. The dragon fell down and its heart 
pumped blood showering the ceiling. 

The queen wiped the blood from her face and looked at the dead dragon and then the girl. "I'm not 
going to tell the king about this. Please have a janitor come clean up this mess." 
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A Tale of One City 


Sinbad was a cheerful monk with chubby cheeks from India. Recently, he had saved up enough money 
to stay for awhile in Tijuana, Mexico. He was planning for a peaceful and pleasant stay, however, his 
trip wasn't solely a vacation. He had hoped to convert a few of the inhabitants into followers of his 
religion, Buddhism. Tonight, after arriving from his flight, he was dressed in a simple polyester orange 
robe. 

Walking towards his hotel he was approached by men from the street. "Sir, come on into our club. 
We have the finest women." 

"No, thank you." 

"Would you like any drugs?" 

"None, thanks." 

"Want some grenades, man? I can hook you up." 

"I'm fine, thanks." 

Sinbad was solely concerned with getting back to his flat to practice meditating and chanting a 
mantra. He began to think about where he would start his journey to help people stop their evil ways 
and convert their lives into doing good deeds. 


Meanwhile, in San Francisco, California inside a two story office building sat a short-tempered yet 
stunningly attractive woman, who was in charge of a shipping company. Inside her private office was 
one of her assistants, who tended the majority of her needs during the day. Currently, in front of her 
was the Grinch Who Stole Christmas. She enjoyed the film a bit, but didn't care for the ending. 

"Turn it off. I don't like this part. That rotten Grinch should have never given those presents back to 
those spoiled Whos." 

Her assistant turned the television off. 

"Rebecca, what time is my meeting?" 

"15 minutes ma'am." 

Laura stood up. "Well then I'd better head over there." 


Laura always spoke in a venerable fashion and considered herself omnipotent and omniscient. In a 
room full of senior officers sitting around an oval table, she stood behind a podium with some bullet 
points. "Have our scientists correctly built a replica of an atomic bomb?" 

"They are very close ma'am. Within the final stages of testing." Mr. Jones was no sycophant, but 
was a great contributor to the company. He tried to hide his receding hairline by ignominously combing 
the back of his hair over his balding forehead. 

"That's excellent Johnson," said Laura. "How are the bull sharks proceeding Steinway?" Laura 
regarded Steinway with a great sense of platitude, but was good friends with his cousin and felt 
obligated to keep him on the payroll. 

"Ma'am, it is going to be very difficult to transport a dozen or more bull sharks to several large lakes 
throughout the country undetected. Transportation will be simple, however capturing 20 bull sharks and 
slipping them into these lakes, which are very distant, some hundreds of miles away, covertly, will be 
the challenge." 

"Steinway, it is not often I come across brilliantly unscrupulous ideas to scare the general public. 
There are only a few maxims that this corporation follows. One of them is to embrace my ideas, 
however mad, with reverence. The other is to simply get things done." 

Steinway twisted his wedding band around his finger. "Ma'am, you don't have to worry. It will be 
done." 
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Laura smiled. "Excellent." 


A few days later in Tijuana, Sinbad had collected a few followers and convinced them to meditate 
with him in his hotel room. The purchase of a few books, he encouraged, would help them understand 
the Buddhist philosophy and would help put food in his stomach. Over the course of an hour he gave 
them simple instructions on meditation techniques and the different breathing techniques and channels 
of energy that were inside the human body. Meditation, he asserted, would let them relax and forget 
about the worries of the body. After they departed he made himself a cup of tea and put on gentle music 
to help himself meditate more. 

In the next room he overheard a phone call. He did not like to pry into other people's business, but 
could not resist upon hearing all the yelling. He turned down his music and put his ear to the wall. 

"Yes, don't worry I can get you a bull shark! What do you need a bull shark for anyway, viejo? Go 
buy some from the market! She wants to put sharks inside lakes? Will that even work? Oh okay, I didn't 
know bull sharks could survive in both salt and fresh water. That still sounds crazy, tipo, I think you 
should get a new job. No, don't worry I can have a truck with some sharks pull up to your factory in a 
few weeks." 

Sinbad was a little disturbed about hearing this conversation. Putting sharks in lakes would only 
scare innocent families from visiting the lakes. He felt he had to do something and began meditating for 
an answer. Later, the following evening he visited the cemetary. He knew a monk who was buried here 
about five years ago that he wanted to visit. 

"Si Fou, please give me guidance. Should I try and stop this evil act from taking place? Please give 
me a sign that I have your approval." 

Sinbad placed some roses near the headstone. As he bent over to kiss the ground he felt the dirt 
shake and a hand burst out of the earth. Sinbad jumped to his feet. Scared, he leaped backwards. 

"Si Fou, are you alive?" Sinbad started to dig up the earth with his hands. "I will help you, my 
friend. Those bastards buried you alive." Sinbad helped his old friend out of the coffin. 

"Si Fou your skin is falling off how are you still alive?" His friend grumbled back 
incomprehensively. "Si Fou?" 

His friend lunged forward grabbing his shoulders and tried to chew into his collar bone. Sinbad 
kicked him in the chest, avoiding the attack. 

"Brains...," his friend mumbled. 

"Si Fou, my old friend you have become a zombie. Forgive me." 

Sinbad roundhouse-kicked his friend in the head and it separated from its neck and shoulders, with 
the body tumbling to the ground. 

"There is too much evil in the world. I will stop these sharks," he promised to himself. 


Laura sat in front of her computer in her office. "Facebook wasn't designed for misanthropists. 
There isn't even a dislike option," she muttered to herself. She closed the facebook page and turned off 
her computer and then picked up a book. 


Rebecca, Laura's assistant, was at her friend's house with a glass of wine in her hand. 

"How is work?" Her friend asked. 

"Oh, it's fine. I'm a bit tired of her perfectionist, eccentric attitude, but at least it's interesting. 

"What has she been making you do lately?" 

"I'm not really at liberty to say. It's complicated and a little sick, but it's my job. At least this career 
will look good on my resume." 

Her friend sat down in a chair across the table and poured herself a glass of red wine. She reminded 
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herself that drinking a glass of wine a day was good for her health. 

"And you said the job pays well?" 

"Oh yes and it comes with many benefits." She saw the T.V. sitting on a small table, but knew her 
friend hardly turned it on other than to watch the news. What a boring and uptight way to live. 

Rebecca sat down the glass on the table. "How are things with your boyfriend?" 

"They are going well, but he is very busy with work." She paused. "I think he is going to propose to 
me soon." 

"Well congratulations." 


Sinbad passed through the border without much trouble. He spoke English well and owned a 
passport. Not having a car he figured the best way to get to San Francisco would be to take the Amtrak 
train. A few places he would have to switch onto a bus, but other than that he would make it there in 
good time. 

Currently, he was passing through Los Angeles reading a book by Henry David Thoreau. The train 
was stopped and there was very few empty seats. A man dressed in jeans and a collared shirt 
approached him. 

"May I sit here?" 

"Yes." 

They started to make small talk throughout the voyage and learned things about each other. 

"It's not my fault I'm gay. Most scientists today agree sexual orientation is genetic." 

"Yes, but I have heard of people switching from gay to straight. If it was genetic how could that be 
possible?" 

"Many people would just rather be accepted in society than have everyone, including their family, 
outcast them." 

"Being a monk I am celibate. What is it like being gay?" 

"Not different than being straight. Many men simply enjoy the wild, unattached sex. I've been on a 
few dates with men where I didn't call them back because I didn't think there was a chance for sex." 

"Well, sir. You are perhaps one of the most ruthless gays I have ever met." 


Sinbad had scribbled down the address of the factory from his neighbors flat while he was passed 
out drunk. He was certain this factory in from of him was it. Not quite sure of his next step, he simply 
analyzed the employees walking inside. He would need a proper uniform to blend in. 

The next day he walked in with a uniform and mimmicked the common tasks of the unskilled 
workers. Laura was preparing a speech to give to her 200 employees. Rebecca browsed through it and 
suggested it was satisfactory. An hour later she stood in front of her employees at a podium and 
addressed them. 


"I have good news our production numbers аге up and our sales revenue is slowly climbing as well. 
The value of our stocks is finally increasing. Unfortunately, our board of directors and stockholders still 
aren't happy. 75% of you will be replaced by robots in the next month to cut overhead and expenses. I'd 
like to think you are all assets, but most of you are simply liabilities and expenditures. Everything will 
be explained to you by your supervisors, including your severance package. That concludes this 
meeting." 

Sinbad rushed to the stage. "Why are you having bull sharks shipped to lakes!?" 

Laura was very startled by this action and took a minute to digest it. "Who are you?" Laura didn't 
take the time to notice any of her employees anymore since there were so many of them and they often 
quit or were fired so frequently. One of the supervisors blurt out "he isn't on our payroll. He just 
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suspiciously came in here а week ago. I would have said something, but he was working for free and 
doing a damn good job." 

Laura smiled. "Oh yes I heard about you. The Buddhist monk who came from Tibet to Tijuana. Did 
you tell one of my employees marriage is the greatest human invention?" She burst out laughing. 

"What about the windmill, electricity, or the pacemaker? People care more about plumbing than 
marriage, I assure you." She paused. "I know why you've come here and you are too late. There is no 
good left in the world. My ex-boyfriend used positive reinforcement to seduce me into performing 
sodomy with him. Now anytime anyone accidentally brushes my butt I want a cookie." 

She pointed her finger at the monk. "I am no misandrist though. Everyone, male and female, must 
suffer like I have suffered!" 

The monk wondered. "You don't have to do this ma'am. You are more successful than your ex- 
boyfriend will ever be. You have already won. Take a vacation or see a therapist and cool off." 

Laura thought hard. "Oh alright I'll call off the bull sharks. But you're still all getting fired and 
replaced by robots." 

The employees started laughing. 


Cryptogram 
Try and decode these cryptograms below. They all use the same key. The answers are on page X. 


Items on a desk: 
1. fzjody 

2. zkxtzk 

3. phhs 

4. fyxji 

5. adts 


Website url: 
adudjzohvdot.ohv 
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Modern Cowboys 


A young boy named Benjamin sat in his basement cleaning his handgun. Often times he ventured 
down here to do his homework and was left alone for hours unbothered. I am his trusty lab rat simply 
called A. Bejamin can see me and hear me, but he doesn't understand I can understand his actions and 
words and have a tremendously wonderful writing style. Unfortunately, I am mute, but I doubt anyone 
would listen to me anyways since I have an annoying obsession with this exercise wheel in my cage. 

Benjamin is an above average teenager. He studies too hard and is dealing with issues realizing his 
family would like him to be very successful. Lately, he has kept himself in isolation and had trouble 
keeping friendships. The handgun has been like a drug for him and he feels powerful holding it in his 
hands. This is his last year in highschool and he is old enough to purchase a gun as an adult. Here he 
comes to put me in his bag before leaving to school. 


April 4th, 2010 

It is dark in this bag and cramped with all these books and his handgun next to me. If I was him I 
would have left all these heavy textbooks at home or simply used a laptop to write notes and carried it 
with something that had wheels. I suppose laptops are so light nowadays that they can be carried 
without using too much muscle. 

"Fuck. School is closed today. Why don't those idiots tell us when we have a day off?" 

Benjamin set this bag in the passenger seat in his car and drove back home. He put on the radio and 
sang along with the lyrics. Finally, he came to a stop and turned off the engine. "Oh yeah that's right 
today is Easter. Of course there is no school." Benjamin carried the backpack and I into the house. 

"What are you doing up so early?" asked his father. 

"I forgot today was Easter and we don't have class." 

"Today is also Sunday. Are you feeling okay?" his father said in a condescending tone. 

"Yes, I'm just stressed from all this studying." 

"Just try and relax." If I was Benjamin I would relax by playing the flute or getting a massage. 

"Alright I'll take it easy and play a video game." 

After taking a nap, Benjamin pulled me out of his backpack and into another cage in his room. He 
turned on one of his favorite videogames, Red Dead Revolver, and began to shoot everything visible on 
a wide screen. The game sounded very realistic, although everything was in gray. I suppose evolution 
doesn't feel it worthwhile to give me cones. 

Somehow, I fell asleep yesterday and only woke up to be carried again in his backpack. His gun is 
still here next to me. Perhaps he has gun practice today at school. 

"May I go to the bathroom?" Benjamin asked. 

"After I finish this chapter we will have a small break and you may go then," his teacher replied. 

I could hear the rushed scribbling pencils of the students around him and low whispers of students 
behind him trying not to be heard by the teacher. 

"Is Jenna going out with Mark?" I heard. 

"Yes, they are going to see a movie this weekend together." 

Benjamin didn't have a girlfriend and he would often chat with strange women on the internet when 
not playing video games. He only gave me a small ration of food to nibble on today. I guess I should 
think positively. My siblings are forced to endure scientific experiments such as solving mazes or 
growing human ears on their backs. Finally, the teacher finished lecturing and let the students out on 
break. Benjamin took his backpack and I into the bathroom. He checked the stalls to see that no one 
else was around and then, afterwards, felt safe that he was alone. 

He pulled out the .9mm Beretta pistol and began to pose in front of the bathroom mirror. 
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Unexpectedly, another student barged in while Ben was posing, catching а glympse at his weapon. 

"Omigod, were you about to shoot up the school?" 

"No," he hid the gun behind his back. "What gave you that idea?" he asked nervously. 

"Don't be afraid. Look," he said lifting his shirt to reveal a Smith & Wesson. 

"Wow," Ben replied. "I thought I was the only one who wanted to kill everyone." 

"Me too!" 

A young girl opened the bathroom door. "I heard you outside." They both pointed their guns at her. 

"Don't kill me. I was just hoping you'd activate some alarm so we can finally get a day off. I have a 
test tomorrow and haven't studied." 

"ІШ kill her," said Ben. "The .9mm Beretta is a much better pistol." 

"Т disagree," said the gun-holding stranger, turning around. "While the Beretta is very popular and 
more widely used my Smith & Wesson is more powerful." The door swung open and the girl escaped. 

Ben changed his stance so he was facing the stranger. "Perhaps there is only one way to settle this - 
a duel." 

"Yes, І accept your challenge. We shall meet at the park near the library at sunrise tomorrow." 

"That sounds marvellous, but I make one request. I would like Frederic Chopin's Funeral March to 
be played at the loser's funeral." 

"Agreed. It will be your death so it suits that you choose the requiem." 

"A bit cocky, aren't we?" 

With that unanswered question they parted. I never did see Benjamin again after that day and I heard 
through loud arguing that he and the other student were arrested. 


48 
Aliens Landed 


A boy whose name was common, unimportant, and frequently forgotten saw a flash of lights from his 
bedroom window, then heard a thud somewhere in the distance. Unable to sleep he arose from his soft 
bed to peek out his window and look into the distance from where the sound came from. Putting on a 
red, warm sweatshirt he cracked his bedroom window open and slipped out. 

It was dark and the grass was damp and he knew his house well and the woods surrounding it. It was 
a suburban town and very implemented with nature before it was edited by humans. His parents 
frequently gloated that suburbia was a lovely place to raise a family. His father frequently slipped out 
during the evenings to fornicate with transexual prostitutes and denied any hint of infidelity to his 
distant and beauty-faded wife. She had a habit of carefree shopping and would often run the credit card 
to the limit. Their son was left in front of the television when both of them left the house without giving 
the child an explanation or telling the child something different from the truth. 

The boy marched, out of step, to the landing spot where the light and sound and mystery lay. 
Mystery excited the boy and he was curious about a great many things. His parents heard of them 
occasionally and each parent handled hearing this differently. 

His father laughed at hearing a curiosity of the way physics worked. "Don't worry about such 
things," he said. "You will go into your father's business and make a lot of money. A beautiful wife 
awaits you," and then he would wink. The boy was uncomfortable with his fathers winking habit and 
often thought his father was leading him in the wrong direction. 

His mother rarely quenched the boy's dream. "You don't need to follow in your father's footsteps," 
she would say. "Find what you love and happiness will follow." She often disagreed with her husband 
and encouraged the boy. This frustration fueled his rage and he retaliated and vindicated himself by 
pounding his cock into the anus of a ladyboy. She, in return, ocassionally and purposefully, indulged on 
buying things she didn't need. 

After trampling a tulip and unknowingly killing a cricket the boy arrived at the landing site, which 
was a crash landing of an UFO. Two creatures sat on an overturned log that was ripped from the ground 
by their vehicle. One resembled a human - approx 4 feet tall, no hair, two eyes, a nose, and mouth with 
blue skin. The other resembled an insect with a hard exoskeleton. 

"Hi," said the child. 

They turned. 

"Hello," replied the aliens. "Yes, that right there is intelligent life in the universe. Stand in awe." 

"I always suspected," said the boy. 

The hard shelled one responded. "I doubt this one is a scientist. He's too short." 

"Perhaps a midget?" 

"Doubtful. No facial hair and high pitched voice. It is not mature yet." 

The human-like creature rubbed its chin. "I have studied your species briefly. Did you know that 
both of our species," he pointed to his partner, "have no gender? At the time of our death our 
reproductive organs use up all of our reserve energy and spawn a new offspring. No problems with 
overpopulation and the miserable dating process is eradicated." The boy stood up, unable to 
comprehend what they said. "Girls are yucky." 

"Yes, quite immature," the insect-like creature agreed. 

"Let's just use the high grade fuel," said the other. "We could be in danger if we don't leave soon. If 
we leave without a world crisis and alerting everyone it will be a miracle." 

"I agree." Then they departed. 
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How Facebook Can Be а Profitable 
Corporation to Stockholders 


1. Allow nude photos and then sell them to advertisers. 


Fire programmers and hire Chinese children in factories. 

Buy myspace and turn it into a child porn site for pedophiles. 

Target known drug dealers and either send them to jail or sell them bath salts. 

Forbid NPOs from tooting their "ethical"/hippie behavior and don't let them create stupid 
Occupy Wall St. groups. 

Buy stupid useless companies like Green Peace or Habitat for Humanity and turn them into 
giant poaching corporations that illegally get Rhino horns and elephant tusks. 

Begin using Java applets, but really have them be rootkit viruses that turn machines in mass e- 
mail hosts that spam penis enlargement ads to the whole world. 

Allow hateful and dangerous special interest groups like NAMBLA or KKK, etc. because they 
are just more pages for advertisers to make a profit on. 


50 
Retracing Walden Pond 


Fed up with society in the 19th century Henry David Thoreau moved into a shack near the 
beautiful and grand Walden Pond reserve. He lived there for a year only surviving on the mere basics 
so he could focus on his book and really begin to appreciate life. He thought his friend Ralph Waldo 
Emerson was a sell-out for living a rich life, despite them both being well educated Harvard men. 

Many have retraced this journey as a sort of secular pilgrimage. The movie Into the Wild was 
about a boy who lived off the land, inspired by Thoreau but he died from a poison berry. Ted Kaczynski 
is the genius mathematician who side stepped the 9 to 5 and lived in a shack on less than five grand per 
year. He eventually turned psycho and began shipping bombs to universities and arlines because he was 
frustrated with technology; a “neo-luddite.” 


While I certainly don't believe in a higher power and enjoy creationists making a fool of 
themselves arguing in debates, I can understand pious people's attempt to fulfill their lives outside of 
corporate America. (Thoreau was religious. That's why I bring this up.) 


The humorous thing about this pond is that there is actually two Walden ponds in Massachusetts 
and many people accidentally go to the wrong one. The type of person that goes on this sojourn is 
probably someone a little desperate, confused, existentialistic, and looking for hope. It must be 
demotivating to end up at the wrong place from a GPs device, probably something the New Englad 
tourists are trying to escape from as well. 


51 
Two Weeks Notice 


Ted: Okay, so in order for us to maximize profits on the production of our bottled water we need to 
reproduce our bottles with less of a height and more of a width. 

John: Yes, that's correct. We've discussed this and even though it may be a bit uncomfortable for the 
average American consumer he will learn to get used to it, kind of like getting used to their Cretin 
president [George W. Bush, Jr.]. 

Mark: You guys remade the bottles? 

Ted: Yes, we had a mathematician figure out how to reduce costs in our production by minimizing the 
containers. The protege looks like this. [He showed everyone at the meeting an odd shaped container 
with very small height and large width. ] 

Mark: [laughing] That is the same amount of material in that bottle as our old ones. 

John: Mark, I assure you she came up with the correct equation to minimize our costs. 

Mark: I'll be right back. 


Two weeks later. 


Ted: Our factory has been running an entire week producing the new bottles and we have estimated to 
save approximately 1.2 million over the next 3 year period on production costs. 


Mark walks into the meeting. 


Mark: You're right. I measured both cans and the one you guys told me about used less material. 
John: What are you doing here, Mark? 

Mark: What do you mean? 

John: It's been 2 weeks since you left, Mark. You quit. Remember? 

Mark: Quit? No, I just left to go measure the sizes of the bottles. 

Ted: It took you 2 weeks to measure the size of a bottle? 

Mark: Well I had to find out the formulas and everything. 

Ted: Just please sit down and shut up. 
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We Don't Need Superheroes as Idols 


Superheroes are supposed to be greater than heroes. It's suggested in the prefix "super." What's missing 
is their superior actions. I cannot sit down and hope to expect to hear much wisdom from Batman, 
Spiderman, Superman, The Hulk, or Iron Man. 


If an alien terrorist came to Earth I would appreciate them being halted and arrested. However, 
here is where the lessons stop. Superheroes are easy as a,b,c. Person or creature tries to conquer the 
world and inflicts harm in the process. Bad. Superhero stops them. Good. There is nothing more to be 
learned. 


Things begin to get more complex in Batman. There is another factor involved - insane asylums. 
Criminals tend to be much more developed and evily intelligent here. This extra factor takes a toll on 
the Dark Knight's psyche, but it is still good vs. bad at the root. 


Many times we witness superheroes beat villains to a bloody pulp for theft and when there is no 
evidence of their violent nature. I believe that had they been around in the Middle Ages Robin Hood's 
"redistribution" idea would not be accepted and he would have joined many of the thugs in the hospital 
or whatever the medieval equivalent of a hospital was. 


A lot of the powers the heroes gain only compensate for everything they lacked beforehand that can 
typically be solved without powers. And when the enemies gain equivalent powers it just turns into a 
ridiculous fight that doesn't prove anything. The idea that the person who can fight better is more 
righteous is very militant and a little bit psychotic. Genghis Khan conquered much of Europe and Asia 
under the Mongol empire, but was a ruthless, raping, murderer. 


As a child it was fun to think of a superhuman out to try and improve the world, but they only try 
and improve things by fighting crime. That's only one issue in politics. Sure, Captain Planet was an 
environmental activist, but it was a large change from the superhuman police force from the comic 
book world. There is 2 types of superheroes - Superman and not Superman. The guy has all the powers 
and is invincible other than that rare radioactive material. The other heroes were just variations. 


A lot of the gods in Greek mythology had powers that let them control nature. Flying, invincibility, 
speed had been something that was thought of before. Sure the stories are interesting, but they can't 
replace a good piece of literature. I prefer a great book that accepts human flaws and has the main 
character struggle to overcome their problems. 


Frank's Drug Song 


Dilaudil, heroin, crack-cocaine, 
these are the drugs that keep me insane. 
Peyote, nutmeg and a bottle of gin, 


my doctor prescribed me medical marijuana for the pain in my dorsel fin. 


MDMA, PCP, cooking meth is the only 
reason I learned chemistry 

Gangrene, unemployment, O.D., 

all these lovely things have happened to me 
Ether and shrooms hooked me like a luar, 
never knew I'd get high from cow manure 
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54 
Bond іп Syria 


Inside of a plane over Syria. Bond has a parachute strapped to his back. 

M: Bond, we're going to drop you over Syria to fix the problems there. You'll be entering a war zone, 
but don't worry you'll be all prepared wearing a luxury suit and dress shoes with no bullet proof vest. 
Enjoy your GQ photo shoot! 

Bond: I'm not doing a photo shoot though. (he yells as falling out the door). 

Bond: [taps his watch]. M, I'm on the ground. What's the plan from here? 

M: Well, news is they have chemical weapons and the terrorists want to kill rebel groups opposing their 
viewpoints. They have armed guards everywhere ready to gas the country so make sure that you kill all 
their friends and have sex with the head terrorists wife. That should ease tensions and make him change 
his mind about killing everyone. 

Bond: Great! I'm on it. 


[Bond approaches local bar where he may find information about how to locate the terrorist. ] 
Rendezvous: Good evening 007. 

Bond: Wait, you're that rich person that broadcasts your views about everything back home. What are 
you doing here? 

Rendezvous:I'm funding his campaign for president. 

Bond: How can you support him? He wants to commit genocide. 

Rendezvous:Who can blame him? When poor people want to fix their health problems and live in safer 
neighborhoods with less crime. 

Bond: I'm leaving. Everyone here is stupider than I thought. 

Rendezvous: Listen, I paid a couple million dollars in taxes last year. Thanks Delaware. Anyways, I'm 
pretty sure they don't have a translation for audit here. Plus I don't have to hear about Jesus. 

Bond Wow, 8% tax rate. Nice job. There's a plane that just flew off a cliff and a dirtbike right there. I'll 
have about a minute to get in the plane and correct the nose dive or accidentally commit suicide. 
Opportunities like this don't pop up everyday. 

Rendezvous: You can't leave 007. There's cocktails here and look at the size of the gummy bear tits on 
that one! 

Bond: Bye. 
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Essai du pouvoir absolu 
Essai du pouvoir absolu pour Maximilien de Robespierre. Traduit en l'anglais. 
"To punish the oppressors of humanity is clemency; to forgive them is barbarity." 


In my youth I supported liberty over tyranny, preferred prosperity and equality to a society divided 
by wealth, and did not encourage countries exerting their laws onto other nations by force. However, 
after recently being elected the king of France President of the National Convention myself after King 
Louis XVI was tried and executed I have changed my mind about political ideology. I much adore the 
idea of absolute power. John Locke was a fool. Thomas Hobbes an idiot. Montesquieu a ray of 
stupidity. Immanuel Kant was all the more handicapped mentally than the previous. You see when І 
supported revolution and dissent previously it was because I was the dissenter. Now, after having 
obtained leadership I see no reason to change things. I even listen to people intently as if I take their 
suggestions seriously. Nothing will change and I only seek to increase my security. Opposition and 
insolence only interfere with the comforts of the position I hold. You see I once spoke of love, but now 
I prefer terror. Before I saw that members of government occasionally used fear when disagreed with 
and that was wrong. Well, now if they disagree then mind their own business. Ruling has little to do 
with the citizens of the country. We are nationalists. More taxes. Less work from me. Hell, I even 
executed the executioner after he executed hundreds of men over the course of a week and got away 
with it. What a bunch of idiots. They just lined up waiting for their death as if there was any justice in 
it. I got a good laugh out of that. They didn't even run, or protest! 


Verily I say unto you all liberty is illegal. I confide in you fellow wretched sinners that the son of 
God is our only savior and passage to eternal salvation. May the words of Rosseau shine brightly 
through the night and comfort the weak. 
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American Exodus 


George Washington, or King George as he liked to be called, freed 
the oppressed American people of the thirteen colonies from the 
crown and monarchy of English rule. Tired of high taxes on his tea, 
the great president famously declared "let my people go" to the 
throne of England, saying that the Puritans that were 
excommunicated from the church of England and the criminals sent 
to the New World needed a place to call their own. An independent 
nation. His "I have a dream" speech inspired Jesus, Joan d'Arc, 
Martin Luther, William Wallace, Beowulf, William the Great, and 
Mahatma Ghandi to sign the Declaration of Independence. The Bill 
of Rights, which was a basis for federal law at the time, originally 
had ten articles to begin with because they all agreed on a base ten 
numbering system rather than octal or binary. Trying to create a 
more perfect union than the European nations of the era they added 
"separation of church and state" to the Constitution, hoping that one 
day people would reverse these lines and demand that the country teach creationism in public school 
and use the bible during all litigation. 

The native American tribes who had been living in the New World for thousands of years 
weren't too happy about the white men invading into the land, bringing smallpox and superior weapons, 
so the white men responded by trying to expand the colonies westward and creating many wars with 
the natives who had already lost hundreds of thousands of men from the Spaniards who came over in 
the 16th and 17th centuries. They didn't do this by "rights of conquest" from papal authority because 
the USA was a secular nation, but from an idea called "manifest destiny." Seeing as this was a land of 
freedom the early white settlers began to enslave Africans near the Charleston, South Carolina port. 

Then, the Britons forgave the colonies for declaring independence and sent over many red coats 
to warm up the cold Americans, who had trouble affording coats to wear. Then they began to light fires 
near the Presidential Palace to heat up the Americans more. The end. 





Greatest Love Poem Ever Written 


By the arrows of Cupid I loved a woman. 
Aphrodite never knew a kiss as sweet as hers. 
Romeo's serenades could never be enough, 
nor Aladdin's riches, to win her heart. 


I would gladly place a dozen roses by her door daily. 
Her chastity embraced and honored until marriage. 
Doves would sing in melody, approving of our union as 
we walked in the park. 


Though not a soldier or general myself — I'd wager 
her face worthy of launching five times the number 
of vessels as Helen of Troy. 


Few instruments had ever played tunes to match the 
tenderness and wisdom of her words. She danced 
gaily during Spring and the cool oceans welcomed 
her during Summer. 


Upon meeting her Casanova would spend the rest of 
his days in tears; because each seduction was false and 
he could continue to seduce hundreds more while never 
meeting true beauty, such as hers. 


That is my love. 
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Narc 


Unused to the drudgery of work — actual work in an office building — not the schoolwork of forming a 
perception about the world. Not entirely so much different than a school, but promotions were given as 
rewards similar to grades. The idea of being an adult though, was too much for the adolescent to bear. 
He now felt 100% responsible to take care of himself outside his family. Afraid of losing his job and 
being homeless he escaped his fear by narcotics. 

Warned about their ill effects yet desperate for freedom he fell down the rabbit hole. The entire fictional 
world he once knew now became reality. Everything was Cheshire cats, circus fun houses, riddles from 
the riddler, Americana poetry and songs from The Doors, Huxley-esque Brave New World and sexual 
expression and guilt-free pleasure, listening to The Wall album at the same time as the fantasy movie 
The Wizard of Oz. Continuing down the yellow brick road towards Heavenly state of mind. All fantasy, 
surreal, and dreamlike — to enhance the sedation of the “medicine.” 

In a world of fiction where the rules of reality typically do not apply. Where to make life easier the 
author uses magic to heal a wound, or win a fight, or to fly, or to make food appear. 

Such is the chaos of the adolescent who desperately wants reality to be fiction. To be a videogame or 
movie. Yet, the universe does not change its laws so easily. It is through many hours of hard work, 
camera, and editing that such films as Requiem for a Dream or The Matrix is made. 
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College Dropout 


On a mildly chilly morning, with a gray-blue sky that was slightly foggy a small crowd gathered 
around a rented out hotel lobby room. Today was a job fair day and they had sent out many flyers and 
e-mails to job recruting sites and agencies all over the county. There was free coffee and donuts for the 
guests, but it was by first come and first serve basis. After nearly half an hour there would be only 
crumbs left on the dish and the coffee pots would be drained. The employers were well dressed in fine 
suits, skirts for the women and the men wore ties of professional colors - red, gray, black, plaid. It was 
a large room and there was at least 30 different companies there, many well known corporations, a 
couple military recruitors from different branches, and some smaller companies that they would have to 
search for on the Internet to understand. 

One man was very excited for this day. He printed out his resume, his college transcript, and wore his 
finest clothes, including a recently dry-cleaned suit, dress socks, and dress shoes. He shaved his face 
and neatly combed his hair making sure it wasn't too long or messy. He quickly approached a few of 
the tables of the largest corporations that he knew would be able to offer him the highest salary and the 
biggest benefits. They had poster boards laid out on the table detailing many of the goals of the 
company and what they were looking for. 

"Hi, how are you?" He said, smiling, and holding out his hand for them to shake. One man shook his 
hand. "Do you guys hire engineers?" 

"Sure," one of the guys said. "What year are you?" 

"Well I'm a senior. I actually started out doing accounting, but switched my major to electrical 
engineering." 

"Will you be graduating soon?" 

"Well actually I don't think I'll be graduating. I had some trouble passing my latest classes this past 
semester so I was hoping I could get hired maybe as an intern or something." 

The employer looked in the other direction and then sighed a little bit, unimpressed. "You're just 
working on an undergrad or is this for your masters?" 

"Just an undergrad, but I'm learning Arabic and that could also be useful on the job, maybe more so 
than some of these classes I'm taking that I'll probably never use on the job." 

The employer didn't really like the kid's attitude and how he dismissed a few of the classes as stupid, 
since he did the hard work of getting a degree in the field twenty years ago. "We're pretty strict about 
who we hire." You need to have a good GPA, at least 3.0, and we usually only hire students with 
diplomas. It's actually risky to us to hire new employees because we need people to be knowledgeable 
on the job and be able to keep up in a fast-paced and high stress work environment." 

The student, 21, was pretty saddened to hear this. He had worked tirelessly on his latest engineering 
projects to try and keep up a good grade, but the textbooks were full of wrong answers and the 
professors were difficult to get ahold of, with only an hour available 2 days a week and 10 students at 
their door that had questions that took 20 minutes to answer. They were too busy to give detailed e-mail 
responses and there was no tutoring available for classes beyond the basic 100 to 200 level courses. 
The exams had long-answer questions that covered definitions, formulas, and proofs from five different 
chapters that were at least 50 pages long. Despite the study guide that was posted 2 days before the 
exam he still found it nearly impossible to understand the ludicrous vocabulary that the textbook was 
written in. 

"The employer handed him a pamphlet. There's an e-mail address on the back. You can send us your 
resume or fill out an application." With budget cuts to many of the programs it was hard to imagine 
them needing any more employees, especially since most of the current laborers were looking for 
upcoming raises. With an internship they couldn't guarantee that they would be eventually hired full- 
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time and the pay was low enough to be manageable, but high enough to live off without being too 
extravagant. He put the brochure into a bag from another employer and hoped to find someone here 
that was excited to hire him; that had values and reputation he agreed with. 


As he left another student approached the man. "Hello, I'd like to apply for your grad program. I went 
to the university of Riverside and got a 4.0 GPA in neurology. What kind of lodging do you have in 
Colorado?" 


Another student, less forgiving of her professors incompetence had attended the job fair today. She had 
about a year or two left, but struggled with the different teaching habits of the professors and was pretty 
confused about studying the exam. After flunking the first exam she felt hopeless and wasn't able to 
recovery from future tests. However, since she studied computer engineering in her spare time she felt 
she knew enough about the subject that she deserved at least a 3.3 GPA, despite what she was given. 
Her transcripts were pretty easy to change. Just copy & paste into a document and then change the 
grades and scores as is. Change an F to a C here and a D to a B- there. Make it look realistic. Make it 
look believable. A perfect A in every class would be suspicious. 


She approached an employer at the podium. "Hi, what jobs do you have available?" There was a list of 
different positions and their requirements on the table. Most required good GPA and some job 
experience. "Oh look you guys want a computer engineer? I just graduated from my college in this 
field." 


"Do you have any work experience?" 


"Well, no. I've been very busy getting a good GPA to try and get some work. Finally, once I finally 
finished my degree I figured I'd start looking for some work. I put off work because I know how 
important education is. I even took out a couple loans to help pay the way since I was beyond financial 
assistance." 


"Alright, I think we can set up an interview." The man said with an indifferent face. They arranged an 
interview. 


At the next table she heard another conversation. "Oh hello. The L.A.P.D. huh? I always wanted to 
work for the police department after my military career ended." He gently laughed. "I've brought along 
my DD-214. As you can see I was honorably discharged from the Navy. Also, I don't use drugs and 
have no criminal record and meet all the qualifications of the police department." 


The deputy stood up quickly, with his hand out. Police officers generally have good respect for military 
personnel. "What is your name, sir?" 


"Christopher Dorner." 


For the interview she brought in her diploma. This was much more difficult to print. She was able to 
replicate the design from her friend. The pattern on the borders was found easy enough online and not 
too difficult to attach to a template. The special thick paper had to be ordered online and took about a 
week to arrive. All the text, font family, spacing, and centering were not so difficult to duplicate. The 
signature of the chancellor and president was able to be forged after she practiced it a few times on 
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scratch paper. The hardest part was a small watermark in the corner of the diploma and a special copper 
looking sticker that she also had to order online of the exact size and shape. The hardest part for her 
was knowingly lying to the employer about graduating. She made up a story in her head about a 
graduation party with friends and how they were all afraid of what to do next after graduation. She was 
very nervous to the point of slightly shaking and being almost unable to utter words out of her mouth 
during the interview. Although she was able to answer his questions about engineering pretty clearly 
and got about 80% of them correct. Something that couldn't be done well without seeing the test 
beforehand, but this part she did on her own honestly. Impressed with her knowledge of engineering 
and seeing that she did put in effort into getting a degree, which covered not only engineering but many 
other fields as part of general education and a bunch of math and some basic science classes. He didn't 
bother to check up with the university on whether she legitimately graduated. 


She did pretty well on the job. Asked a few questions from the other employees about code that needed 
to done on time and they answered, sometimes begrudgingly but not always. Most of the time she was 
able to keep up with everyone and do her own work pretty well. A few months passed and she became 
part of the group, attending parties and events and going out with her co-workers. More time passed. It 
had almost been about a year since she was here and now they were going to talk about raises to the 
employees. With a tight budget they couldn't offer to give everyone a raise, but would be able to get a 
couple of the best workers some, who put in the most hours and were assets to the company. She was 
excited about this and felt she would be one of the ones selected for a raise. A few months ago though, 
at a company party she got drunk and jokingly admitted that she didn't graduate college and forged all 
the documents to one of the co-workers. She tried to deny it later, but didn't really resonate well with 
who she confessed it to. Her co-worker really wanted to move into a better place into a safer 
neighborhood. His roommate was bugging the hell out of him with his girlfriend and mild drug use. 
The occasional shouting matches, borrowing food without returning it, getting the internet and cable 
cancelled by not paying the bills on time. He would be damned if he was going to let her get a raise 
over him when he took out an extra ten grand in student loans to finish his degree and raise his G.P.A. 
while she dropped out and forged hers. He notified the manager about this and she was immediately 
fired. 


The manager now needed to replace her. Who was that guy he saw at a job fair so many months ago 
who almost qualified by GPA but now didn't? Oh well there was plenty of other qualified people that 
would fit perfectly for the job. 


